





TWAS A FOOL TO CARE 


When all the time our love was wrong 
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Men 42 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 



















If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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.. about 
personal care 
during 
problem days 
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Q. Shouldn't I stay home on 
problem days? Many girls do. 


A. Your monthly period is nota a. 
It's a natural, normal part of your life. So 
there’s no reason to stay home—unless 
your doctor says otherwise. Take your 
mind off yourself. Do things you normally 
do, things you enjoy doing. Get plenty of 
fresh air and exercise. This will help you 
feel better, look better, too! 


Q. | always have skin troubles on 
those days. What can | do? 


A. As young ag grow toward ma- 
turity, oil ats come more active. 
Pores may become clogged and 5 
develop. At maturity, your glands learn to 
function smoothly, and your skin will 
clear. Meanwhile, be sure you wash your 
skin with soap and warm water—3 times 
a day. Don't be afraid of water! Science proves 
it can't harm you on those days! Since we 
poe more freely then, it’s smportant to 
yathe. That’s why millions of girls have 
turned to Tampax... They can bathe, 
shower—as at any other time of the month. 


Q. What deodorant is best to use 
on problem days? 


A. Whatever deodorant you usually rel 
on should be effective iuing your peri vm 
So far as your sanitary protection is acne 
cerned, deodorant powders on pads can 
only mask the odor. They can’t prevent it 
from forming. This is another reason why 
so many girls prefer Tampax. Worn in- 
cernally, it prevents odor from forming. 
Banishes all the other telltale signs—lines, 
bulges, ridges. Keeps your secret safe! 


Q. What should | do about “‘dis- 
posal problems” on visits? 


A. Disposal of sanitary protection can be 
embarrassing for girls who use pads. 
Tampax® internal sanitary protection solves 
this problem. Makes ag se, and dis- 
posal he discreet. YOu sim flush it 
away, applicator, and all. 


Wouldn't you like to try Tampax? It's so 
simple and f ct to use, change, dispose of. 
Comes in 3 absorbency sizes, to suit individual 
needs: Regular, Super, Junior. Ask for it 
wherever drug products are sold. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Cover Photo of Lena Fleming 
By David Jackson 


TAN’s April cover girl is Lena Fleming, 
a 25-year-old Chicagoan. She is married, 
the mother of a two-year-old daughter, 
and is employed as a receptionist-typist 
for the Chicago Housing Authority. 
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January TAN Scores 


I am a regular reader of your TAN Mag- 
azine for quite some time. I think the TAN 
magazine is the best out. I enjoy reading the 
stories, also reading about the Pen Pals. 

The stories I liked best in the January issue 
were, “I Begged Him Not To Love Me,” “My 
Husband’s Other Wife,” and “What My Hus- 
band Doesn’t Know.” I also enjoyed reading | 
the rest of the stories. 

Miss Phyllis Golden 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


| have just read a few stories in the January 

issue of TAN Magazine. TAN is the greatest 

magazine I’ve ever read. “Teen-Age Cheat” 
and “My Husband’s Other Wife” were best. 

As I say, they were the most, to say the least. 

How about more stories about teen-agers ? 
Mrs. W. E. Englebert 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I have just finished reading your TAN Mag- 
azine for January. I must say that “No Right 
To Love,” was the best to me. For I am a col- 
ored girl, and deaf, and when [ read “No 
Right To Love,” I thought it was just me since 
I am deaf and in love. 

“No Good Girls For Me,” “A Mother But 
Not A Wife,” and “We Had To Have Each 
Other,” were my second best. Your TAN Mag- 
azine is really a good book. Keep them com- 
ing my way. I am always at the newsstand | 
to buy this rine. 
alae, Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 


more different ways! 


Doris Smith | 


Raleigh, N. C. 


Mary Prejudiced? 

| have been reading your TAN Magazine 
for three years, and I enjoy it very much. I | 
read what one of your readers, Mary Willis, | 

said about “Love Across The Color Line.” She 
said she is not prejudiced. Well, if she isn’t | 
she wouldn’t have said what she said about | 
1. He knows who he loves, and it doesn’t | 
my 9 a difference in race or color. Mary Wil- | 
is has to be either jealous, or has her own | . : ' 
problems. For her information, I’m colored. Contains wonder-working A-M! 
Barbara Jackson | This remarkable medicated in- 
Los Angeles, Calif. | gredient of NADINOLA works deep 


down within the skin to brighten 

I have just finished reading your wonderful 
magazine, TAN. Now, about the reason for 
this letter—after reading what Mary Willis and 
James H. Lewis said about the story, “Love 
Across The Color Line,” I just had to write. 
I think this type of story will help better un- | 
derstanding between races. Naturally Mr. | 
is and Miss Mary Willis are not interested | 
| 


NADINOL 


in this sort of thing. Please keep up this type BLEACHING CREAM 


of work. 
B. R. Labassiere 


London, Eng. clearer, lighter and lovelier. 





Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


‘Don’t look now, but I think we’re being followed”’ 


MEN NOTICE AND ADMIRE girls with clear, 
bright, Nadinola-light complexions 


and lighten it, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types— 
one for oily skin, one for dry skin. 
Choose the type that is right for 
you. Buy it confidently, use it 
happily. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 
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FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is The origina! Nadinola 
non-oily. Brightens skin, is enriched with fine 
lessens shine at the Cosmetic oits to relieve 
same time. 75c to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 













I am interested in 


Have pen—will write. 
Pen Pals from the U. S. A. and all over the 
world. I’m 29 years old, 5’4”, brown hair and 
brown eyes. Among my interests are movies, 
lV, sports, animals, books, travel, etc. I hope 
to hear from Pen Pals from anywhere in the 


world. 


Mildred Miller 
722 Arguello Blvd. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


Please print my name on your Pen Pal page. 
| am a lonely guy of 16 years; complexion, 
fair, with black curly hair and brown eyes. I 
would like to hear from boys and girls all 
over the world. I promise to answer all letters. 
My hobbies are dancing, singing, art and 
music, ‘ 

Please, girls and boys, write to me. 


Isaac Preston 
2714B Logan Street 
Shreveport, La. 


| would like very much if you would publish 
this letter in your Pen Pal section. I am a 
young girl, 17 years old, 5’4” tall and 143 Ibs. 
My hobbies are collecting the latest rock and 
roll records, dancing, taking photos, sports and 
also writing letters. I would like to hear from 
boys and girls between the ages of 17 and 21. 
! will gladly answer all letters and exchange 


photos. 
Brenda F. Palmer 
Route 1, Box 361 
Seaford, Del. 


Pen Pal wanted: Will you enter my name 
in your Pen Pal column? I am a teen-age 
Negro girl. I would like to exchange’ letters 
with both boys and girls (prefer boys) be- 
tween the ages of 17-23. I am 17, brown skin 
and 5'3”, and I weigh 124 Ibs. I enjoy rock ’n’ 
roll records and all kinds of sports. I promise 
to answer all letters and exchange photos when 


wanted. 
E-Beth Davis 
721 Harrison St. 
Kalamazoo, Mich. 


| would like very much for you to publish 
this letter in your Pen Pal section. I am 15 
years old, and I go to South Side High School. 
[ am 5’9”, 128 lbs., with black eyes and black 
hair. | like all sports and music. I do not 
smoke or drink. I write songs. I wrote four 
songs that will be out next year. I prefer a 
girl 13-16, race does not matter. I will answer 
all letters | receive, and exchange photos too. 


Raleigh Anderson 
Route 3, Box 258 
Danville, Va. 


I would like to have my name printed in 
your Pen Pal column. I am very lonely and 
would like to correspond with boys and girls 
between the ages of 20-27. I am 22. My fob- 
bies are writing and sewing. Will answer all 


letters at once, 
Estella Smith 
Route 1, Box 33 
Tyler, Ala. 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I am Patsy Ann Lilley, 16, American born. 
The reason for my writing is that I would like 
to correspond with some American soldiers 
who are lonely, between the ages of 17-21 
years of age. Now a little about myself. I 
am a junior in school, height, 5’5”, weight, 123 
Ibs., a tan complexion, dark brown eyes, black 
hair. I sing in the choir every Sunday in 
church. I will tell more in my letters, to any- 
one who will just write a few lines to me. I 
shall thank the staff of TAN magazine in ad- 
vance because I know they will find me a 
pen pal. Thanks a lot. 

Patsy Ann Lilley 
78 Well Brook Ave. 
Staten Island 14, N. Y. 


I would very much like to be included in 
your Pen Pal section. I am a fan of your TAN 
magazine, and | think the Pen Pal section is a 
very wonderful thing. I am a Negro girl, 16 
years old. My height is about 54”, and I 
weigh 118 pounds. My complexion is brown. 
My favorite pastimes are dancing, skating and 
listening to records from rock ’n’ roll to pro- 
gressive jazz. I am also learning to swim and 
enjoy it very much. I would like to correspond 
with boys from the age of 16 to 18. Nation- 
ality does not matter. 
all letters promptly, and will exchange photos. 

Judy Carol Garvin 
724 Blake St., Apt. 118 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


I enjoy reading TAN Magazine very much 
and would like to hear from men and women 
in and outside the United States. I am 24 years 
old, 5’ 4” and weigh 120 lbs. I promise to 
answer all letters and exchange photos if 
necessary. 

Miss Hortense Ganner 
2753 Benton Blvd. 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I would like to have my name appear in 
TAN Magazine for the request of Pen Pals 
in the United States and other countries. I am 
a Jamaican girl, 20 years old and my hobbies 
are varied. I am a regular reader of your maga- 
zines and find them very helpful and interest- 
ing. 

Fay Thompson 
55 Slipe Road 
Kingston 5, Jamaica B.W.I. 


I will be very grateful if you could have my 
name published in your Pen Pal section. I 
am 25 years old, 5’8”, and brown in color. 
My interests are Negro history, jazz and light 
classical music, current affairs and sports. I 
am at present a student of telecommunications 
and electronics engineering. I shall endeavor 
to answer all letters. 

Vidal Cole 


63, Holland Road 
London W. 14, England 


I am 14 years old and would like very much 
to correspond with teen-agers from foreign 
countries as well as in the United States. I 
would like to exchange photos with each per- 
son who writes. Race does not matter. I am 


I promise to answer’ 


a Negro and will answer all letters faithfully, 
Shirley Timberlake 

Route 2, Box 27 

Goochland, Va, 


| am a 2l-year-old Negro airman stationed 
here at Mt. Home A.F.B. I am 5/9”, 165 lbs, 
medium brown complexion. 

I have been stationed here at Mt. Home fora 
year and a half. This is said to be one of the 
number of isolated bases in the states. | came 
from Detroit, Michigan, so this can get real 
lonely with just the fellows, I like all sports 
I also have hobbies of swimming, dancing, 
movies, and taking pictures. 

| would like to correspond with girls 18 
years and older. I'll exchange photos with any. 


one, 
A/2c Jonathan Burkes, 16582393 
Box 16 
9th Trans. Sqdn. 
Mt. Home A.F.B., Idaho 


I would be very appreciative if you print my 
name in the Pen Pal column of your magazine. 
I’m 14, and a freshman in high school. | weigh 
125 lbs., and I’m 5/10”. I have dark brown 
eyes, black hair, and a medium brown com: 
plexion. 

I like music (especially Rock ’n’ Roll) and 
to read novels. I would like to correspond with 
people all over the world, both sexes and all 
races. Thank you. 

Joel Lee Riley 


Route 2, Box 355 
Ashdown, Ark. 


I am an Italian student and now I am at. 
tending to a course of English language. I'd 
like to learn it very well because probably in 
this year I shall go to the United States. 

Always I read with great interest your maga: 
zine, but for me is very difficult to understand 
all the articles on it. I write this letter to you 
because I hope you will help me to my end. 
I'd like to correspond with some American 
students, if possible students who are attend- 
ing in a course of Italian language. 

| hope you will answer me by letter, and you 
write for me some addresses. [ thank you and 
excuse me if my English isn’t very well. 

Sgt. Taigo Remo 


Roma 13, Italy 


To be frank, I’m lonely. I have lots of 
friends, but have to put up a “front” to be in 
cluded. I’m sure there is someone else in the 
same predicament that would like a new friend 
that is down-to-earth. 

I am 22, 55%”, and weigh 134 lbs., with 
black hair, brown eyes, and an olive complex 
ion. Never won a beauty contest, but consid- 
ered attractive. I am a secretary and an agent 
for an international business. My hobbies att 
reading, traveling, movies, record collecting 
and | also sing a little. 

I will answer all letters and exchange photos 


if necessary. 
Barbara J. Carruthers 
Station “B”, P. O. Box 6087 
Miami 36, Fla. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


Dear Eve: 

The girl I like is the kind of girl who 
says that she likes me, but she doesn’t 
like to belong to one person. She fools 
around with other boys, and sometimes 
she says that she likes other boys instead 
of me. Is she trying to make me jealous, 
or is she trying to make me look her way 
more often? 





I have tried to show her as much as 
possible that I love her because I sincere- 
ly do. Is it possible that somewhere I 
made a mistake in that her love isn’t 
true? Please tell me what can | do. 

C. R. 
Patterson, N. J. 

When you are chasing a young lady 
until she catches you, she will usually let 
you know whether or not she is for real. 
You must be strong enough to return her 
indifference with an equal indifference of 
your own. Then, if she cares, as the song 
says, she will come back to you. 

Dear Eve: 

I am 29 years old, married when I was 
15. My husband works nights, and I stay 
home every night. On Sundays when he 
is off, he wants to watch TV westerns. 
which I do every night. I do drive, but 
he won’t let me keep the car. I’ve never 
had a wreck or even gotten a ticket since 
I started driving in 1949. 

I’m wondering how I can have some 
fun, get a little enjoyment out of life and 
yet be decent. We have two kids, both 
girls, 14 and 3. They just bicker con- 
stantly. At the end of each day, I feel 
like committing suicide. I know this is a 
dilly of a problem, but I do appreciate 


a sane person to give me a little advice. 
Mrs. Lonely 
Wichita, Kansas 

On one or two evenings a week, you 
should certainly be able to secure the 
services of a relative, friend, or high 
school student as baby sitter so that you 
could attend a movie, club meeting, 
YWCA affair, or some such gathering. 
Although you may not enjoy going alone, 
you yourself have described, you do need 
“to get out for awhile.” It sounds as if 
you're still in your old hometown. Call 
up and get together with old friends! 
They'll be glad to see you. 

Dear Eve: 

I have quite a problem. I am in love 
with a boy who is in the Army, and I’ve 
only known him for a short time. Now, 
he’s gone back, and I don’t know what 
to do. He said he loves me, but I don’t 
know if he does or not. Do you think I 
should wait for him, or not? 

C. C. 
Reidsville, N. C. 

You have not said whether or not your 
soldier boy writes or visits you. If he ac- 
tively shows that he cares for you and 
asks that you wait, by all means follow 
your heart. If not, then look elsewhere. 








1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are 
safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases antiseptic and germi- 
cidal ingredients right in the vaginal tract. 
The exclusive new base melts at body tem- 
perature, forming a powerful protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will 
not harm delicate tissues. 

2. Deodorant protection! Norforms 
were tested in a hospital clinic and found 
to be more effective than anything it had 
ever used. Norforms are deodorant—they 
eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 


for Your moat iideuale 
huanniage problems 


. ‘-. / ; 3. Convenience! These small vaginal sup- 
. positories are so easy and convenient to use. 

= , : Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas 
"> oe es uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in 
; any climate. Your druggist has them in 
oar, Sag boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Tested by doctors... proved in hospital clinics 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-94 

Norwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms 
booklet, in a plain envelope. 
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She was everything, this dream girl I was going 
to marry. Then suddenly she vanished, and there 


came a new, strange one to take her place 


WAS FLOATING on a fat, white 

cloud that day I headed my shiny 
new Ford in the direction of Vivian’s 
house. She was going to be proud of it, 
I knew, because I could tell she really 
liked convertibles, but she wasn’t so sure 
we could afford one. 

She was a smart one all right, thinking 
about things like how much money we 
should spend, even before we were mar- 
ried. But I had a little more of a nest 
egg saved up than she knew about, so | 
felt I could splurge on the car. I really 
had meant to wait until the day of the 
wedding to spring it on her, but the car 
I ordered had been delivered at the deal- 
er’s four days earlier than | had ex- 
pected, and a whole week was just too 
long for me to wait to show it off to 
Vivian. 

So that day I was on my way over 
with the big surprise. I imagined I was 
just about the luckiest guy in the world; 
a good job, money in the bank, a new 
car, and getting married to a swell girl 


like Vivian. Yeah, like the man said in 
the song: “Got the world in a jug, Lord, 
got the stopper in my hand.” 

I eased along in the early afternoon 
trafic, watching the speedometer to make 
sure | didn’t break in the engine too fast. 
I wondered, too, if Vivian had gotten 
over that virus she seemed to be having 
a little trouble with, or if it were just 
bride’s jitters that had given her that 
headache and dizzy spell. 

I was just a block from her house 
when I saw the big red light flashing. At 
first I thought there must have been a 
fire somewhere in the neighborhood 
until I realized it wasn’t a fire truck but 
an ambulance in the street, and people 
were swarming around. It was right in 
front of Vivian’s house, and I wondered 
what on earth it was doing there. 

They brought her out on a stretcher. 
She looked so pale under the blanket, 
so sick. 

“For God’s sake, what happened? Has 
she got pneu- (Continued on Page 68) 
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“1 know it’s over between us,” she said softly. 
“You seemed to always want me to be something 
I couldn't really be. I don’t know why or what.” 











10 


. poeroad it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 

up and wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth . . . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 


The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 





Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 
Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 


Remember: Cancer 
canstrikeanyone. But 
you can strike back 





hard with your dol- 
lars. Send your gift to C AN + ER 
CANCER in care of 
your local post office. SOC ETY 
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AKE ONE!/DONNA HIGHTOWER (Capitol): The sharp, incisive voice of 

Donna Hightower is introduced to album collectors on this disc whose title 
indicates that Miss Hightower sang it all right the first time and they didn’t have 
to make a series of “takes” to achieve the quality desired. 


Given a fine dozen of tunes to work with, Donna is faintly reminiscent of Dakota 
Staton in her handling of a song—without the tricky lilting—. She is gently 
swinging on Because Of You, racy on Lover Come Back To Me, and exhibits a blue- 
steel coolness on most of the others—Perfidia, Maybe You'll Be There, C'est La Vie, 
There I’ve Said It Again, Too Young, I Get A Kick Out Of You. 

It is when she turns to the blues that Miss Hightower is perhaps at her best— 

laying it on the line to a “two-faced daddy,” on Baby Get Lost, and lamenting 
superbly on Please Don’t Take Your Love Away From Me, Anytime, Any Place 
Anywhere, and Trouble In Mind. 
NEW IN TOWN/ED TOWNSEND (Capitol): Another new performer for this 
record label, Ed Townsend was an Arkansas State College graduate, school teacher, 
Marine in Korea, composer and TV performer before he really got going as a 
singer. 

A baritone crooner with his own distinctive way with a lyric, he too, has been 
given a fine set of songs to showcase his versatility, plus the musical arranging and 
conducting of Nelson Riddle. 

The album offers several surprises: Mam’selle, a French-theme tune, to which 
Townsend gives a Southern accent; Going My Way, from a pseudo-religious movie, 
done with a rock ’n’ roll beat, and Jn The Still Of The Night, never sounding so 
restless as it does with Nelson Riddle’s background. Other tunes in the package: 
The More I See You, Lover Where Can You Be, Till The End Of Time, Do Nothin’ 
Till You Hear From Me, Rockin’ Chair, Symphony, Prisoner Of Love, New In Town. 











BECAUSE PERSONAL 


DAINTINESS IS 
SO IMPORTANT... 


Choose mild “Lysol.” Millions of 
women know that douching with 
“Lysol” assures feminine cleanliness. 
So why settle for less? 





It’s far more effective than home- 
style douches, including vinegar. For 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant stops odor 
at its source —actually kills odor-caus- 
ing germs! 
And ‘‘Lysol’’ cleanses gently. 
Won’t harm your delicate insides. 
Leaves you wonderfully fresh and 
sweet—sure of your personal cleanli- 
ness! Why not try “Lysol” soon. Use 
it regularly! 
Now available— 
Pine-Scented “Lysol” 
as well as Regular. 
For free booklet 
(mailed in plain en- 
velope) on doctor- 
approved methods of 
douching, write to: 
“Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
N. J., Dept. T- 459 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 
A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in,Canada 
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In the wonderful, mixed-up world of 


love, there is hardly any such thing 


as free. It all comes with a price tag 


HE TOPIC OF SEX has a revolving lure. Any way you turn it, 
it’s still fascinating. 

Because the sexual urge without question is an instinct, as funda- 
mental as self-preservation, hunger and thirst, the issue has been 
given myriad sides and interpretations. In many circles the tradi- 
tional restraints in sex conduct are considered passé. Chastity, say 
some, is as outmoded and impractical as the Model T. Indeed, the 
modern trend among some is becoming one of easy sex. 

Disciples of this latter school can be found everywhere: the girls 
who rarely ever say no; the single men whose sole purpose in life 
seems to be to pile up a staggering number of conquests; the husbands 
and wives who chance wrecking their marriage by “playing around.” 
They have been condemned by moralists; perhaps even envied by the 
timid or troubled. 

What is sexual promiscuity? One of the best medical definitions 
is given by Dr. Louis S. London and Dr. Frank S. Caprio. “Promis- 
cuity,” they say, “refers to repeated sexual relations with frequent 
changes of sexual partners. The term implies giving oneself sexually 
to a person independent of any feelings of love.” 

The reasons for such irresponsible sex activity may be many and 
deep, growing out of deep emotional complexes. Take the case of 
Marva, 15, who was part of a home that seemed to be unusually hap- 
py. But unfortunately, Marva was her older sister’s inferior in looks 
and vivaciousness. In her dazzling light, Marva seemed to herself 
dull and drab. Whenever she brought home a new beau, he was made 
to forget Marva if he took one look at sister. Even her parents were 
blind to her special needs. In a desperate attempt to compensate for 
her sense of inferiority, aloneness and unpopularity, Marva gave more 
to the boys than her sister did—she gave herself. As she grew older, 
she became a sex addict, of a sort, searching—for what, she was un- 
certain. 

“To the promiscuous person,” explains Dr. Sidney L. Sands, 
prominent Midwestern psychiatrist, “the emotional involvements of 
sex are fleeting and insubstantial; the goals are never realized. For 
them, sex is limited to a mere physical thrill whose goal is self-gratifi- 
cation through sensation or a false romance. Their purpose, though 
few of them realize it, is not fulfillment, but escape.” 

Most folks are familiar with the insecure child who stuffs himself 
with candy to make up for the bruised feelings he suffers. In the 
insecure adult, sex can become the “candy” which satisfies, not a real 
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Improved “Skin Success” Soap now can do 
more than ever to help clear your skin 
and make it sweeter, fresher, nicer to be 
near! Used daily, it sweeps away odor- 
forming bacteria...actually stops per- 
spiration odors, not just covers them up! 


Something wonderful happens when you 
work up that rich, creamy foam on your 
skin for 3 magic minutes every day. As 
the gentle, deep-acting medication gets 
down to your pores, you get 
the happy feeling youareon 
the road to the lovely “skin 
appeal” of your dreams. 
All-Day, Head-to-Toe Protection 
The special antiseptic in this famous 
skin-treatment soap is 
adsorbed by the skin, so 







































that it keeps on holding back the odor- 
forming germs. What’s more, the effect 
gets better with every bath, as your skin 
“builds up” the protection—your insur- 
ance of appealing personal daintiness. 


A Lovelier Complexion Too 
“Skin Success” Soap also helps you ward 
off ugly pimples and blemishes that are 
spread by surface skin germs. You will 
thrill to the look of a clearer, lovelier 
skin, and the stimulated feeling that it 
is more alive and healthy. 





Dragged Down by Upset Skin? 
“SKIN SUCCESS” OINTMENT gives fast, 
blessed relief from the itching misery of 
eczema, tetfer, aggravated rashes and 
other nagging skin troubles. 





_pALMER's 




































Send one or more of your best poems 

today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 

Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC Co., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 
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heart fund 


fo} a) 
HEART SUNDAY 








we, 17 R=) (4 


a beautiful 5x7 enlargement 


ae COLORED IN 


if ordered with 3 BIG 5x7 black 
and white enlargements 


NOTHING ELSE TO PAY... 


Send $1 with photo 
five (returned unharmed) 
$3 or more. 

State color of hoir, eyes and clothes 
ROBIN ART STUDIO, Box 125, 
Station, New York 3,N. Y. dept 


9c 
be Bere) 


snapshot or nega- 
€C.0.D.'s on 
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DIPLOMAS OFFERED 


Study at home for your degree. Doctor of Psy- 
chology, Divinity, or Philosophy in Metaphysics. 
Learn the secret of contentment. Solve mental 
worries. Correspondence only. 


COLLEGE OF UNIVERSAL TRUTH 
23-Y East Jackson Blvd. Chicago 4, Illinois 














Now I’m Really Living 
I Get $50-$60 


REGULARLY BY SHOWING 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS MRS. BLAKE 


If you need extra money regularly, anywhere from $10 
to $150, take a tip from me. Get it easily in your own 
spare time by showing and demonstrating LUCKY 
HEART COSMETICS. It's easy, glamorous, plus being 
a lot of fun. Anyone, any age, anywhere can show and 
sell Lucky Heart successfully to friends and neighbors. 
Lucky Heart shows you how, sends you everything you 
need to start making extra money for a better way of life. 


MAKE EXTRA MONEY FOR EASIER LIVING 


I've already bought a freezer and other new appliances, 
paid down on a new car with my Lucky Heart Cash. 
Luxuries take money, but | make money in just a few 
hours Of my own time, showing, demonstrating and 

ing Lucky Heart. Their proven plan for making 
money really works. Try 
it, and you too can have 
extra money easily. To 
get your start with Lucky 
Heart write today and get 
your FREE DISPLAY 
CASE OFFER. 


LUCKY HEART «+ Dept. 2D 
400 Mulberry St. Memphis 2, Tenn- 
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physical desire, but an emotional hurt, 

According to Dr. Alfred C. Kinsey, if 
sex laws were completely enforced, half 
the population would be in jail, for no 
less than 50 per cent of the people violate 
the established code. For some this is 
the age when people believe that the art 
of love-making requires frequent and 
varied practice, like writing or painting. 

Yet despite the blasé theories, experts 
feel that the man or woman who delib- 
erately flouts convention does have feel- 
ings of guilt. If not, it is doubtful that 
they would make every effort to disguise 
their relationship. They choose a second- 
rate tourist cabin or a hotel where the 
house detective isn’t too curious about 
the clientele. 

Why does a woman enter an illicit sex 
relationship? The reasons are varied. 

Kate Constance, author of How To 
Get And Keep A Husband, insists that of 
all the false reasons advanced for a wom- 
an becoming a party to illicit sex all 
whittle down to one splinter of truth: 
she is trying to get and/or hold a man. 
She goes on to insist that the woman who 
practices free love is in the grips of fear 
—fear of her own capabilities, fear of 
loss of love, fear of missing the boat on 
marriage. 

Ruling out the nymphomaniacs— 
those females beset with uncontrolled 
sexual desire—inost women who engage 


in illicit sex do it for one of several rea- 
sons. 


One theory is that the big majority of 
women become involved sexually with a 
male with the aim of winning a husband. 
By dabbling (Continued on Page 66) 
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Jean-Léon Destine 





Natalie Hinderas 





Zola Taylor 


ANCER Jean-Léon Destine broke his left 


hand in an auto smashup. The Haitian star and 


his dance troupe were en route to a recital in Wis- 


consin when the mishap occurred. 


The Platters, with dish Zola Taylor, have record- 


ed the title song for the 20th Century-Fox picture | 


Sound And Fury, starring Yul Brynner with Miss 


Ethel Waters in featured role, while Earl 
the title chores in the flick /mitation Of 


Sherry Carlyle, who does imitations of Marilyn | 


Monroe, Lena Horne and Bette Davis on 
mimic Arnold Dover (one-time protégé 


Davis Jr.) is in real life Mrs. Arnold Dover. 


Grant does 


Life. 


stage with 
of Sammy 


Concert pianist Natalie Hinderas has directed 


her talents toward producing a series of 
grams for a Philadelphia radio station. 


feature young artists in the classical field. 


music pro- 


The shows 


That GLAMOR GIRL LOOK 


with these Glamour Girl ‘Real’ Hair Pieces 


Now buy the hair beauty of your dreams 





025: italian Sissity. Full cap me exam 
we Short feather curls Ribbon = style. No part ‘Pwesie 





tee With non-detachabdie na- 
tural part cd 
sea. Ventilated wig ounae 


HAND STYLED ALL-OVER full cap WIGS 


: Same only made of Super- 
Fine have on Sure-Fit —— 













2010: Elegance. Coctting. short 6100: Bariing ee gd Fea. 
— curls and waves. Ribbon ther cote mis i po Fashion. 
ie 


bbon part $25.99 

2011: Non-detectadie, ‘Seas 6101: Non-detectable, natural 
99 

2012: Super-Fine hair. Natural 
part $55.00 

















part ‘ x 

8107: Super-Fine haw. Natural 
part .. $55.08 
the most beautiful 


howard HIGH-STYLEL ow-PRIC CED BEAUTY 





715: Chignen. Made of finest im- 
Ported hair on a plump wool roll 


$3.99 

714: Much heavier for fuller love- 

luness . 
725: Same. larger and th cher 

$5.75 
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Exclusive NEW HAIR PIECES, GLAMOURS 








Henry Armstrong, a member of 
boxing’s Hall of Fame and one-time 
holder of the featherweight, lightweight 
and welterweight championships of the 
world (all at one time), plays the role 


of a preacher in the 20th Century-Fox 
production Say One For Me, starring 


Bing Crosby and Debbie Reynolds. 
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810: marvel Glamour. Vs 

py os Lustrous feather corte = 
not a tull wig $12.99 

He Extra rich and heavy $15.99 et: Extra thick: extra “a 


108: Pony Tall. Youthful and fresh. 
2 end curls for @ mest natural 





$399 





300: Cert |. Front rott bang 
across fori with lovely cluster 
curl on top of head. Combination 











Hank has been preaching the gospel 
since retiring from the ring. 


The Hines Brothers, teen-age sing- 
ing-dancing act have been booked for jis 
their first Canadian tour. The young- { 
sters have successfully toured Europe | 
and most of the U. S. for the past five 











tylee 
202: Extra heavy. Life-Long weave harrprece Bd 
$7.99 311: Same only extra heavy $6.58 





howard 317 West 125th St., New York 27, w.v. dept TAG j 


Please send me the hair style in the correct shade to match my —~ Ay 
enderstand thet you will select and or make this for me and me 

ou abso guarantee that I must be satisfied or | can get my money tack 
right away, or exchange it for anything 


check here for matching COLOR 


CO Jet Black DC Off Stack = =O) Bark Brown | 

© Mined Grays D | enctese SAMPLE, match exactly 
(For light shades and mixed grays add $2.00 for Haif Pieces 
and$3.00for wigs) 








years. At this point in their careers, j sme we. PRICE: $ | 
however, the act is being restricted to J Mame | 
dancing, chatter and drum beating since | Aderess | 
the 13-year-old half of the team is going | ee eee | 
through a voice change. () | enclose FULL AMOUNT, this saves me ai! postal charges 
spa = j 0 Send €.0.0.. 1 wi epaeianerimcaes ye 

















































We were so much in love, my h 


or possible that it coul 


¢ 


[’ SEEMS INCREDIBLE, even now 

after having it happen to me, that a 
few brief seconds suspended in all the 
vastness of time can completely change 
a person’s life. But a few seconds was 
all it took for a wild driver to come 
sweeping over the hill in the wrong lane 
that bright Sunday morning, causing 
Ted to swerve our car into a ditch. 

\ few seconds of time was all it took 
to send a beautiful marriage shattering 
on the rocks. I had loved Ted from the 
day | first saw him, and six years of mar- 
riage and two children had not damp- 
ened our ardor and affection. Our love 
had always blazed like a forest fire, our 
thirst for each other sometimes seeming- 
ly unquenchable. Perhaps that is why 
our courtship was such a short one, fol- 
lowing the adage: It is better to marry 
than to burn. Six months after Ted and 
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d and I—it didn’t seem right 





l change and I would 


be throwing myself in the arms of another man 


I met, we were married. And our wed- 
ding night brought forth all of the rich 
fulfillment that had been the sweet prom- 
ise of courtship. He was gently passion- 
ate, tenderly violent; and | knew from 
then on that I was his woman and he was 
my man. 

We had not been long having childrén, 
as indeed we had not wanted to be. 
“Let’s not wait to start our family,” I had 
said to Ted on our honeymoon. 

“T wouldn’t exactly call this waiting,” 
he replied with a laugh. 

“No, silly,” I said, punching him in 
the ribs with my finger. “I don’t mean 
just the love-making part. I mean let’s 
hurry and have the kids.” 

Ted laughed louder than ever. “I don’t 
think we can rush up that part of the 
process,” he grinned. And then we both 
laughed and fell into each other’s arms. 


Soon we were again lost in the blue- 
velvet cloud of our love . . . 

So we had our children. Donna Sue 
and Cheryl. Life seemed wonderful then, 
with children and friends and love. 

The Martins lived next door to us: 
Millie and Jason. We got together often 
for Saturday night bridge, TV watching, 
movies and dances. They didn’t have 
any children of their own, but they both 
seemed to adore ours. 

I could never really understand why 
they were childless, except that some- 
times I got the impression that Millie 
didn’t want to go through childbirth. 
Some women are like that. But later I 
decided that maybe it was just my imag- 
ination, and I never got up nerve enough 
to talk to her about it. Anyway, she 
seemed to like ours well enough. 

Sometimes I used to look at Millie and 








get just a little bit jealous. She was cer- 
tainly a beautiful woman; even a female 
would have to admit that. And that fig- 
ure of hers! She looked just like a 
model. I had no illusions about my own 
plainness. Oh, I guess my figure was 
good enough, but I didn’t plan on win- 
ning any beauty prizes. Perhaps that 
was one of the reasons that my love for 
Ted was so strong. I knew there were 
plenty of prettier women he could have 
had before he married me, but some- 
how Ted never seemed to care what peo- 
ple looked like, just how they were in- 
side. 

“There’s nothing to the outside of peo- 
ple anyway, Annette,” he told me once. 
“They grow older, fatter and uglier. But 
inside, they don’t change so much. And 
inside, Annette, you’re beautiful.” 

When Ted said that to me, I had gone 
all limp inside, and wept. And later, we 
had made love with all the frenzy and 
enthusiasm of the wedding night, and | 
felt there could never be any other man 
for me but Ted. 

But while our marriage seemed to 
grow more and more ideal through the 
years, Ted and I were forced to bear 
painful witness to the decaying partner- 
ship of our neighbors next door. | don’t 
really know how it started. I guess you 
don’t notice those things at first. But 
after a while we began to realize that 
Jason and Millie were carrying on their 
own private cold war; they joked and 
kidded each other with a bitter edge to 
thir humor, and pretty soon their little 
cutting remarks gave way to outright 
bickering. Jason wasn’t as bad about it 
as Millie, and he often seemed embar- 
rassed about it all. 

Finally our foursome began to end, 
because it wasn’t fun to be around them 
any more. I tried to talk to Millie about 
it once, but she just shrugged it off. 

“All men are beasts, Annette,” she 
said. “Haven’t you been married long 
enough to find that out?” And then she 
added quickly: “Oh, well, in your case 
I guess it’s different. You’re married to 
a wonderful guy and you see eye to eye 
on everything. But Jason and I—vwell, 
who cares?” 

I remember looking at Millie and won- 
dering how she could be so casual about 
her marriage breaking up. I thought: 
If it were Ted and me, I would die. 

A couple of months after that, I went 
next door one Saturday morning to bor- 
tow some coffee from Millie. I had for- 


“I wish you wouldn’t talk about 
my injury as if I were a lifetime 
cripple,” Ted snapped at me. 





























gotten to pick up some when I shopped 
at the grocer’s the day before. Jason an- 
swered the doorbell. At first, his appear- 
ance shocked me. He looked as if he had 
slept in his clothes all night, or indeed 
had very little sleep at all. His deep-set 
eyes were red with deep, dark circles un- 
der them. But his greeting was cheery, 
and a bit thick-tongued. 

“Well, if it isn’t the happy housewife 
from across the lawn. Come in, Annette, 
come in,” he said, waving gallantly. 

Instantly | knew that Jason was some- 
thing I had never seen him be before— 
he was drunk. After the first wave of 
surprise had passed, | found it funny. 
‘Well, Jason, what on earth?” I giggled. 





kitchen, and we went back to my house. 


FTERWARDS, Jason never moved. 

He continued to live in the house 
next door, although Millie never re- 
turned. She filed for divorce, and after 
awhile it was finalized. Jason seemed 
more lonely than ever. 

Somehow, watching the breakup of 
the marriage of Millie and Jason made 
me cling all the more tightly to my own. 

“I feel so badly about their divorce.” 
I remarked to Ted one evening. 

“Yes, I know,” he said. “But maybe 
it’s for the best.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Well, when two people can’t get along 


ft was heartbreaking, watching the change 


ereep over Ted, turning him from an 


TC OCS TTS suspicious nag 





“Maybe you don’t know,” he slurred. 
“lm a bachelor now. I’m free as a bird.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Didn’t Millie tell you? It’s all over, 
finished, kaput. She walked out. Packed 
up her little bags and took off.” 


“You mean she’s left you?” I asked, 
astonished. 
“Yep,” Jason answered. “She has 


risen and flown.” 

“Oh, you’re just having a little spat,” 
| said. “What did she do, go home to 
mother? She’ll come back.” I smiled at 
him, hoping I was sounding more con- 
vincing that I felt. 

But apparently | failed, for Jason 
hook his head vigorously. “Nope, she’s 
never coming back. Maybe I don’t blame 
her. After all, it was my fault—must 
have been. I kept trying to get her to 
do things she didn’t want to do.” 

“Oh, Jason,” I said, “I can’t believe 
that it is all your fault. Surely there is 
something—” 

‘Never mind, never mind,” he cut me 
iff. “No tea and sympathy please.” 

Suddenly, I felt a wave of passion for 
jason, and not knowing what else to do 

say, | reached my hand out and 
“Come on,” I said, “if 
ou'll lend me some coffee, I’ll invite you 
ver and fix breakfast for you and Ted.” 

Jason nodded again in his somewhat 


touched him. 


drunkenly gallant manner, produced a 
nall jar of instant coffee from the 


together, maybe it’s best that they get a 
divorce.” 

“But why couldn’t they get along?” I 
persisted. “They were in love, they 
seemed to be compatible enough at first. 
I didn’t think they had any problems.” 

“I know,” Ted said. “That’s the way 
things looked on the surface, until they 
began to break up. But I happen to know 
that Millie was giving Jason a pretty 
rough time.” 

“How?” 

“Well, you know she liked nice clothes 
and things, and she seemed to have spent 
almost every quarter that Jason could 
make. And then there was the question 
of children. Jason wanted kids awful 
badly, but Millie was afraid that having 
babies would ruin her figure, so they 
quarreled about that. I think she was 
really a little cold. You know, the old 
story about the beautiful babe who looks 
real sexy and everything, but when you 
come right down to it, she’s all ice 
water.” 

I stared at Ted with disbelief. “You 
mean you've known all this all this time 
and never said a word?” I gasped. 

“Sure, we men know a lot of things. 
We just don’t happen to gossip like you 
women,” Ted said, grinning. 

I grabbed a pillow from the bed and 
flung it at him. He warded it off with 
one hand, and made a dive for me, catch- 
ing me around the waist. I moved to get 


away, but the momentum carried us bag 
onto the bed. We wrestled briefly, ang 
then Ted was kissing my throat and eax 
and face, and I felt the old desire moun). 
ing as strong as ever. 
“Where are the girls?” he whispered, 
“They're playing in their room,” | 


answered. 

“Good,” he hissed, “turn out the 
light.” 

“Oh, no you don’t,” I said, squirming 
away from him suddenly. “I'll teach 
you to keep secrets from me.” And with 
that I scooted off the bed and dashed 
out the bedroom door. 

“Donna Sue! Cheryl!” I called to the 
children. “Come on, let’s go into the 
kitchen and make some fudge.” 

They both came running and shouting 
I looked back through the 
doorway at Ted sitting on the edge of 
the bed with a grin on his face. “You 
devil,” he laughed. 

| turned my back to him with a little 
flip of my hips and marched off with 
Donna Sue and Cheryl. 


happily. 


HE FOLLOWING SUNDAY mom- 

ing was when it happened. Ted’s 
mother had asked us to let the girls spend 
the day with her, so we had dropped 
them off there after church. And since 
it was spring, Ted and I decided to go 
for a drive in the country. Laughing, 
without thinking about it, we had made 
the worst decision of our lives. But how 
could we have known about that wild 
driver coming over the hill? How could 
we have foreseen the sudden tragic ac- 
cident that was to send Ted to the hos- 
pital and me home to a manless house? 

It is still a miracle that I don’t under- 
stand—the fact that I barely 
scratched in the accident. The seat next 
to the driver is supposed to be the most 
dangerous of all. But somehow, when 
the car swerved sickeningly and went 
into the ditch and overturned, | was 
practically unharmed, while Ted suffered 
a brain concussion. 

“He’s going to be alright,” the doctor 
said later at the hospital. “He had a 
nasty blow on the head, but he seems to 
be coming along nicely. He'll be home 
in a little while, as good as new.” 

[ felt greatly relieved, and thanked 
God that the accident had been no worse, 
that | was unhurt, that Ted would re- 
cover, that Donna Sue and Cheryl had 
not been in the car at all. But how 
premature my prayers were! 
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While Ted was in the hospital, Jason 
was a frequent dinner guest in the eve- 
ning. He was pleasant company after a 
harrowing day with the children, and, 
since he and Millie had divorced, had 
come to dinner at our house often any- 
way. He even went with me to the hos- 
pital a couple of times to see Ted. 

While Ted was away, I kept as busy 
as I could, working around the house 
and doing my best to keep the girls from 
missing their father so much. Their 
“Uncle Jason,” as they called him, was 
a fine substitute. 

Before long, the doctors let Ted come 
home, and I could hardly remember a 
day when I had been so happy. Donna 
Sue and Cheryl were happy, too. They 
swarmed around and crawled all over 
Ted and tried to lure him into their 
childish games. I shooed them away say- 
ing, “Now remember, girls, Daddy has 
been hurt. He has to rest a little bit. 
Scoot, and we'll see you later.” 

They went off together, laughing and 
shouting in their shrill little voices, and 
after a little while Ted went to the bed- 
room to rest awhile before dinner. About 
a half hour later he called me to go in 
and quiet the girls. “Must they make 
all that 
manded in a voice that shocked me. Ted 


confounded racket?” he de- 


was not one to lose his temper or even 
raise his voice, especially at the children. 
Now it seemed he had done both. But 
then I remembered that he wasn’t quite 
well yet, and surely with a head injury 
a lot of noise must have been hard to 
bear. So I soon dismissed his manner 
and went in and quieted the girls. 

Late that night, when we were in bed 
and Donna Sue and Cheryl were asleep, 
I told Ted: “I’m sorry I let the children 
get so noisy this evening, I guess I sort 
of forgot about your injury.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t talk about it 
like I’m a cripple,” Ted grunted crossly. 

“I’m sorry, dear, I didn’t mean for it 
to sound like—” 

“Never mind what you meant for it to 
sound like,” Ted snapped and turned his 
back to me. A few minutes later he was 
sound asleep, and I looked at him won- 
deringly, a little frightened for the first 
time. Ted and I were almost never like 
this with each other, and it seemed that 
it should not have been so on his first 
night home. 

The next morning at breakfast I told 
Ted: “Jason was by to see you this morn- 
ing. but you were still sleeping. I told 
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him yesterday that you were coming 
home.” 

Ted’s eyes were cold as he shot me a 
cold glance. “What did he want?” he 
said in a voice that was demanding. 

“He wanted to see how you were, nat- 
urally,” I answered. 

“Naturally,” Ted repeated, his voice 
mocking mine. 

“Jason is your best friend, remember? 
He wanted to know how yourre feeling, 
that’s all,” I said, irritated. 

“What do you mean, do I remember? 
Of course, | remember. I remember 
everything.” Ted’s eyes seemed to dance 
menacingly as he talked. 

We spoke no more, but I could not 
help feeling apprehensive. 


“Jason was by this morning,” IJ told Ted. 
He shot me a suspicious glance. “What 
did he want?” he demanded acidly. 


fm 
a 


ATER THAT DAY, while Ted was 
gone out to the drug store for ciga- 

rets, | got a telephone call from Dr. Wey- 
land at the hospital. 

“How is your husband feeling, Mrs. 
Garrett?” he wanted to know. 

“Oh, fine, I guess, doctor,” I said. 
“Except—” 

“Except what?” 
asked quickly. 

“Well, he seems to be a little irritable, 
as if maybe something is bothering him. 
Could he still be having a little pain or 
headaches or something, doctor?” 


Doctor Weyland 


The phone was silent for a moment, 
then Dr. Weyland spoke again. “I don’t 
think he’s having any pain, Mrs. Gar- 
rett,” he said, (Continued on Page 77) 
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FOR MARRIAG 


AVES OF FEAR went through my 
body as I watched the big police- 
) hang up the telephone receiver. For 
ig time he just looked at me with 


| eyes full of hate. Finally, he said 


partner in the small room, “Lock 
up on an open charge until we find 
if the old man is going to live or 


; he—is there any chance that he'll 
ill right?” I asked, silently hoping 


t the answer would be yes. 


You should care,” the policeman 
“You young boys really get me. 
beat up an old defenseless man and 
worry about whether or not he is 
x to live just because you want to 


> your own hides.” 


( 


[ didn’t mean to—” 

yet him out of here,” the policeman 
rupted my plea. “The sight of him 
s me sick. | wonder how he would 
out in a fight with a man his own 


s the policeman led me out of the 
n, he said, “You can call your lawyer 
amily if you want.” 
, thanks. There is no one I want 
ll,” I said. My father certainly 
idn’t help me. He washed his hands 
> a long time ago. Mother would 
hard to go against him and I 
n't blame my wife if she never 
to me again. As far as a lawyer 
concerned, I wasn’t worth saving 
lless of what happened. 
the jailer turned the key that locked 
[| | wanted to pray, but I’d hurt 
ny people, I didn’t know what to 
r. | had been warned that I was 
| for trouble, but I didn’t listen. I 
nly one thing in mind—I wanted 


ve fun. 


My first steps toward being locked up 
in a cell were taken my last year in high 
school. I thought I was really on top of 
the world then. On my school sweater 
I wore three letters; one for football, 
one for basketball, and one for track. I 
was also president of the senior class. 

When I was named captain of the foot- 
ball team, my father gave me a car. It 
was just a second-hand car, but it really 
increased my popularity since none of 
the other fellows in the class had a car 
all their own. 

I could have taken out any girl in the 
school, but I chose Betty Smith. Betty 
certainly was not my ideal type of girl, 
not the girl I would want to marry. Betty 
was the girl I wanted for that year. Betty 
was the girl I wanted to have fun with. 
She lived alone with her father who was 
drunk most of the time, and was free to 
come and go as she pleased. We could 
always go out and stay as late as we de- 
sired. I liked dating Betty. I felt that if I 
dated a nicer girl, one who couldn’t stay 
out late, or didn’t drink and smoke, I 
wouldn’t have as much fun, and fun was 
the only thing I was interested in. 

I was determined to get as much ex- 
citement as I could out of my last year 
in high school and then I would settle 
down after I got to college. My father 
told me that was the thing to do. My 
mother didn’t agree. She objected to my 
dating Betty, to my having a car, to the 
hours I kept—in fact she objected to al- 
most everything I did. Whenever she got 
on me about something, Daddy was al- 
ways on my side like he was the time 
Mother was talking to me and trying to 
get me to settle down a little. 

“Leave the boy alone,” he said, “now 
is the time for him to have his fun while 


he is still young. It won’t hurt him to 
sow a few wild oats.” 

“Anything he sows, he is going to have 
to reap,” Mother said, “and I don’t want 
my boy—” 

“He isn’t committing any crimes,” 
Daddy interrupted her, “let him have his 
fun. I had to work when I was a boy 
and | never had any fun. I want him to 
have all the fun I missed.” With all the 
money Daddy gave me, the car and al- 
most complete freedom to come and go 
as I pleased, he was certainly seeing to 
it that I had plenty of fun and I loved 
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“If you marry that drunk’s daughter, I’ll never give 
you another cent,” my father shouted. “I’ll never even 
let you in this house. Is that clearly understood?” 


yo My 
a * 
a it 


ar 


every cotton-picking minute of it. to make you proud of me someday. Next 

“A little work never hurt you or any- fall I’m going to college, devote myself 
one else,” Mother said strongly. “It to studying and become one of the best 
would help make a man out of Allen if lawyers you ever heard of. I just want 
he worked a little for his money instead __to have a little fun now.” I meant every 
of having you give it all to him on a_ word. 
silver platter.” “Allen, this Betty Smith—” 

I could see that Daddy was becoming “Betty is just a friend. I’m not plan- 
angry. He never liked for anyone to say _ ning on marrying her,” I said before 
anything about me or the way he treated Mother could finish her usual complaint 
me, about Betty. 

“Mother, don’t worry about me,” I “Allen, you can’t rub against trash and 
said, going to her and giving her a hug, not have it rub off on you.” 
hoping to end the discussion. “I’m going “Betty has her faults, but I wouldn’t 


exactly call her trash.” 

“Betty Smith has no home training 
at all. Her father is nothing but a drunk. 
She has been in the streets as long as I 
can remember. I wish you would leave 
her alone. You should never date any 
girl unless she is the type of girl you 
would want to marry.” 

“Will you leave the boy alone,” Dad- 
dy shouted. 

Daddy’s father died when he was four- 
teen and Daddy had to stop school to 
support his mother and two sisters. He 
greatly missed (Continued on Page 70) 
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ROM THE VERY DAY Bill brought Janey home, | hated 

her! It was a blind, unreasoning hate. “She’s not good 
enough for you.” [ told Bill. “Why, she’s as plain as her 
name.” 

“Leave the boy alone,” Sam, my husband begged me. 
“Don’t you see that every time you say something against 
the girl you only force him to defend her?” 

I tried to keep quiet, even tried extra hard to be diplo- 
matic, and went out of my way to do nice things for the 
son I loved so much. But despite chocolate cookies and fancy 
cuts of steak it looked like Janey was winning out. | guess 
she got into his blood with her small-girl helpless air. She 
feigned a kind of innocence that sickened me. Why he 
couldn’t see through it? | had it figured that she was pretty 
shrewd. She knew how independent and capable | was—life 
had made me self-sufficient, I had to be to survive with 
Sam’s illness and having to make a living and all. Bill must 
have told her all about that, and she was just putting on an 
act. Her helpless? What a laugh! Just bait for the trap 
to catch a man! Poor little Janey, she needed someone to 
look out for her, she was too innocent to take care of herself. 
Well, 1 determined I would save my Bill from her clutches. 
I knew how that clinging-vine type latched on to a man, 
then broke his back slaving away for the endless possessions 
they -wanted. 

In the first place, | wasn’t ready for my Bill to get mar- 
ried yet. He was only twenty-three. It had taken years of 
struggling since Sam’s illness to get him through school. Now 
was his time to help out a bit. We were just getting back 
on our feet. Besides, I had the notion tucked nicely away 
in back of my head that our Bill should marry a girl with 





money. He was handsome and smart, and a little money 
would help his career a lot and make life a darned sight 
easier for him than ours had been. But along came Janey, 
and the first thing you know, not only was she captivating 
my son, but Sam, my husband, too. 

| don’t remember ever being as miserable in all my life 
as | was during the months Bill courted Janey. First thing 
you know he was bringing her over for Sunday dinner, and 
that meant | had to share him even on that day. | made up 
my mind that I would never let her help me. I worked like 
a slave to prepare a lavish meal, and | wouldn't let her 
touch a thing. If any credit was coming, she wasn’t going 
to share it! 

I remember the Sunday she offered to help me set the table. 
I said, “Oh no, I couldn’t let you handle these dishes, they 
were my mother’s best China, and I could never replace them 
if they were broken.” I saw the hurt look in her eyes before 
she turned away from me. You'll never get to first base with 
me, | thought, so why try? 

She tried to thank me for the lovely dinner. Lovely din- 
ner, indeed, why she scarcely nibbled at a thing, even my 
prize-winning devil’s food cake. When I wouldn’t let her 
help clear the table, Sam spoke up, and I felt just like chok- 
ing him. 

“Come see my prize roses,” he said as sweet and kind as 
if she were royalty. 

I heard all three of them out in the garden, a close-knit 
little trio exclaiming about the wondrous beauty of the 
roses. Fragments of their laughter and conversation trickled 
in as I stood at the kitchen sink doing the dishes. I felt my 
temperature rising along with my jealousy. | banged pots 





MOTHER -1V-LAN 


She was stealing my son from me, this little 


nobody with her little-girl eyes and helpless ways. It 


wasn’t fair to spend the best years of your life 


rearing a son and then let the first thing in skirts 


come along and take him from you. 














and pans with a vengeance. Who did 
they think they were leaving me to do all 
the dirty work by myself, I was furious. 
Pretty soon Sam’s voice came calling in 
through the kitchen window, “Hey, quiet 
lown in there, it sounds like a boiler 
factory!” I think I was ready to burst 

y that time. 

After awhile Sam came through the 
loor. The kitchen was back in its cus- 
tomary state of orderliness. “Martha, 
what ails you, anyway?” he asked. I 
just darted him a murderous look. “I 
just don’t understand you,” he confessed, 
hrugging his shoulders. “Why, you 
vere almost rude to that poor kid. I had 
o try to make up for it by being extra 

‘All you men are such fools,” I said. 

“Now, just what is that supposed to 
vean?” Sam asked. 

“Tet’s not discuss it now,” I said. “I 
lon’t want Bill or her to know we're 
talking about them.” 

“They’re gone,” Sam said. 

I looked at him in amazement. “On 

p of everything else she has lovely 
manners, too,” I said hatefully. 

‘I told her to go ahead, I said I’d 
xplain to you,” Sam defended her ac- 
tions. “The kids next door wanted them 
» go and see the progress they’re mak- 

g on their new house.” 

Sam walked into the living room and 
picked up the Sunday papers and 
plunked himself into his favorite chair. 
| followed him, fuming. “Sam, why are 

u so against me?” I begged, tears 
marting my eyes. 

Martha, how could I ever be against 
ou?” Sam asked, laying the papers on 
he hassock. “Everything I think or do 

for you, you should know that by 

Ww ag 

| came to sit near him. “Don’t you 

that if this keeps up she'll marry 
Bill?” I asked plaintively. “We’ll lose 

I boy.” 

alk sensibly, Martha,” Sam said. 
(ou can’t tie the boy to your apron 

ings forever! Sure he’ll get married, 
nd it means we can get out of this old 

n of a house and get something small 
You’ve worked hard 
nough, it’s time you had a little time 
i, too, you know.” 

Sam was forever fussing about the old 

ise we lived in. He wanted a little 

e out in the country where he could 
h and garden and take life a little 

ier. As far as I was concerned, it 


the two of us. 


was a long way off. I wasn’t ready to 
retire yet! “Janey’s a nice girl,’ Sam 
tried to point out to me. “She'll be good 
for our Bill.” 

I felt sick all over when he said that, 
remembering how nice things had been 
before Janey came along and spoiled 
everything. I felt like crying. Why she 
even had Sam on her side! 

If ever a woman was pampered, I guess 
it was me. I had always been the whole 
show for Bill and Sam. We really had a 
lot of fun together, and Bill had been a 
wonderful boy to rear. I sat lost in a 
reverie when Sam’s voice broke in. 

“Do you know what I think ails my 
darling?” he asked with a sly little smile. 
“You're just old-fashioned jealous!” 

That really was the straw that broke 
the camel’s back! I flared up into a hur- 
ricane-size rage. “What have I got to be 





I felt like beating at Sam with my 11 
hands. Why couldn’t I reach him, and 


why couldn’t he understand? I felt a hot a 
rush of tears to my eyes. “Alright, Sam,” = 
I warned him. “Stand by and let Bij] § . 

destroy himself!” I stormed out of the ae 


room and up the stairs and threw myself “p 
down on my bed sobbing my heart out, 


It was unusual, but Sam never came near wy 
this i: 
me to offer comfort. I stayed up there but 
until darkness fell, and finally I had to ‘ , 
come downstairs. — 
alone 


I prepared a light supper for both of “Bi 
us, and Sam fell in with my mood. We 
scarcely exchanged a word, both being “Ly 
excessively polite. We were sitting 





around watching TV when Bill came st 

home. wide 

“Mind if I shut it off?” He went over they 

to the television. “I have something to ih 

tell you.” nh 

win 

yours 

is 

I knew what they wanted—to get me out “You 
- ciden 
of the way. Well, I had plans of my own, easier 
i, ¢ “ . ™ young 
and we would see about that. = 





jealous about? Why, Sam Benson, you 
ought to be ashamed of yourself!” I took 
a deep breath, and stamped my foot. 
“Why that skinny little nobody, is that 
what you want for a wife for your son?” 
I tried to turn away to hide the tears of 
frustration that were forming in my eyes. 

“It isn’t for you or I to choose,” Sam 
reminded me. “Bill has the same right 
to choose his wife as I had in choosing 
you.” 

I decided that anger wasn’t any foil 
to reach Sam with, and I needed his help. 
I came over and sat next to him, putting 
my arms about him and laying my head 
on his shoulder. “We were so right for 
each other,” I reminded him. 

“Your father didn’t always think so,” 
Sam said with a chuckle. I kissed him 
and ran my hands through his hair the 
way he loved me to do. “Help me, Sam,” 
I coaxed. “Talk to Bill tonight. Tell him 
to wait and look around a while.” He 
sat up with a start, almost throwing me 
to the floor. 

“I can’t do that, Martha,” he said al- 
most angrily. “Not even for you. Don’t 
you see that Bill has a right to live his 
own life without interference from either 
of us?” 












My heart did a quick turn-over, I al- 
most knew what was coming. F 

“Janey and I are going to get mar | 
ried.” ; 
Sam was shaking his hand and wish 
ing him luck. I just filled up with emo-— 
tion and didn’t dare to utter a word. 17 
went up to my room. 

Sam soon let me know how furious he’ 
was with me. He had never called me7 
down in the twenty-five years of our mar- 
riage but now he snapped: “I’m ashamed © 
of you! How could you spoil the boy’s 
happiness?” 

I didn’t trust myself to answer him. 
I went on with my preparations for bed, 7 
and then silently crawled in next to him. 

Janey had won the first round—but I 
wasn’t finished yet! 




















ie E DAY they married I stood around | 
shaking hands with well-wishers with 
a frozen smile on my face. I felt like # 








stone statue. 
“You look as lovely as a bride, your 
self,” Sam’s old boss said to me. “And 
as young as ever.” 
I could have hugged him, and I was 
glad Sam was standing next to me to 


hear it. 
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] had been all for keeping the big 
house and letting Janey and Bill have 
the upstairs, but Sam vetoed that, too. 
[had never seen such a change in a man 


t Bill in my life. Suddenly he was becoming 
of the the boss! 
nyself “lve wanted to get out of this old 
rt out, barn for years,” he reminded me, “and 
© neat F this is our chance!” I tried to interrupt, 
there but he cut me short. “Besides, every 
ad to young couple deserves a chance to be 
alone.” 
“— “But they need so much!” I tried to 
: explain. 
being “Let them get it like we did, piece by 
iting piece,” Sam said. “It isn’t wise to do 
came ¥ too much for people, they have to learn 
to do for themselves. That way, when 
Over Ft they get things they'll appreciate them.” 
ng © He made me so angry, but I couldn’t 


win him over. “Now you’re thinking of 
yourself,” I accused him. 

“I'm thinking of us,” he assured me. 
“You’ve been working ever since my ac- 
cident. It’s time you took things a little 
easier, you know you’re not getting any 
younger, either.” I almost blew a gasket 
then. 

“Do you think I’d better make appli- 
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cation to the Old Folks’ Home?” I asked 
sarcastically. 

“Oh, Martha, where’s your sense of 
humor?” He tried to win me over. | 
stood glaring at him. We were miles 
apart, and this was one more mark I had 
to chalk up against Janey. If Sam Ben- 
son thought he was going to get me out 
of this house and up to that old cabin 
in the woods, he was mistaken. 

In the ensuing days I let him know 
I could be just as stubborn as he. I tried 
to do everything I could to stop the sale 
of the house, but finally Sam succeeded 
in selling it. It was an old place, and 
far too large for our needs, but I had 
been so happy in it. Something else 
Janey has taken away from me, | 
thought. I was almost inconsolable as I 
packed, picking and choosing what I 
would take with us and what I would sell 
or give away. 

Bill and Janey had a tiny flat ready 
when they came back. I had them in for 
dinner before we vacated the house. | 
did a lot of listening and not much talk- 
ing that night. I told Bill he could pick 
out whatever he wanted, but he politely 
refused. “We’re going to travel light, 
for awhile,” he explained. “When things 
get so we can afford it we're going to 
build our own place, and Janey loves 
modern.” 

I guess I just glared at him. He looked 
sort of uncomfortable. “Gee, Mom,” he 
said, taking a step nearer to me and put- 
ting his arms about me, “I just wish you 
could be happy for us—I’m so happy.” 
I withdrew from his hold. 

“That’s all that counts,” I said coldly, 
turning back to my tasks. 

Sam was happy as a kid. It was 
strange to think two people who shared 
s6 many years together could feel so 
different about a thing. I was so mis- 
erable. 

A nice family was taking over our 
house, and that was the only pleasant 
note. They had four children and needed 
the room desperately. The location was 
perfect for them, since we were just 
across the street from the school. Sam 
suggested leaving the things they could 
use behind. 

Sam thought he had everything ar- 
ranged, but I had my own plans. 


“You can go out to the cabin,” I said, . 


“but I’m not leaving my job.” 
““Martha—you can’t mean that!” Sam 
was flabbergasted. “My pension can take 


care of the two of us,” he announced 
proudly. “It was all right for you to work 
while we were helping Bill through 
school, and we had that big house to 
heat and maintain, but now—” He 
seemed to be at a loss for words. 

“You want the cabin, you’re the one 
that’s always talking about hunting and 
fishing and gardening,” I reminded him, 
“so go ahead, get your fill!” 

“What’s happened to you, Martha?” 
he asked. 

“Not a thing in the world,” I assured 
him. “I wasn’t the one that wanted to 
sell the house, and you know how I hate 
the country! If that’s what you want, 
help yourself. I’m staying right in this 
town doing the job I like to do and earn- 
ing my own money.” 

Nothing could sway me. Not Sam or 
Bill or any argument they presented. I 
was tired of being wrapped up in their 
neat little packages. “It doesn’t concern 
you,” I said to Bill, quite unkindly. I 
could see him wince. “I’m over twenty- 
one, and I have the same right to live 
my own life and make my own decisions 
as you have just exercised!” They both 
looked at me as if I had taken leave of 
my senses. 

This wasn’t going to be Janey’s round. 
She thought she’d have me all packed 
up and disposed of and miles out in the 
country. Well, she could think again!” 


I HELPED SAM to get settled and 

made my plans for a small room and 
bath in town. I promised Sam I would 
get home every Friday evening and stay 
until Monday morning. He had to be 
satisfied. 

I worked hard so that no one could 
ever say I neglected Sam. Week ends I 
cooked and prepared his meals, and put 
stuff away in the deep-freeze. All he had 
to do was warm it up. I even baked 
pies and rolls. 

But it was lonely, far lonelier than I 
had realized. I was too proud to let a 
soul know how miserable I was. The 
days were fine, but the nights were just 
dreary and never-ending. I was happy 
to see the week end come. 

Each time the kids asked me to din- 
ner I would bring them something nice 
for their future home. “Please, Mother, 
you shouldn’t,” Bill said, and Janey 
agreed with him. “You and Dad have 
had to do without a lot of things,” Bill 
reminded me, (Continued on Page 80) 
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I had worshipped Ray for almost as long as I coult 


remember. 


EAVING the drugstore where I worked part-time as clerk, 
4 I rushed across the street just in time to catch the bus. 
would be on time for rehearsal today, thank goodness. 
This is the best part of the week, | thought, as I found a 
at near a window. Clerking at Hanes Pharmacy for five 


jours a day was just something that took up the time until 


Thursdays, when Ray, Sammy, Max and I would meet in 


~ 


immy’s basement for our first practice of the week. Then, 


| stopped being Connie Mason, ordinary girl clerk, and be- 
ame Connie Mason, soloist with the Ray Collins Quartet. 
| had to pinch myself sometimes to see if it was real. 


| gazed absent-mindedly out of the window as we passed 


juickly from the small business district on out into the resi- 


lential areas. It was a beautiful day; one of the first days 


spring, so lovely you can hardly breathe. It was only a 


hort distance to Sammy’s parents’ home, and | pulled the 
ord as we approached the block where he lived. As I got off 
ne bus, | noticed Ray’s car already parked in front. Good 
eavens, | thought, what’s he doing here so on time? | 


Ké 


ilked around the side of the house and knocked on the 


Sammy opened it, saying, “Hi, come on in. Everybody’s 
‘Hi, yourself,” I said, “I noticed Ray’s car when I came 
\nd | thought I was the early one today.” 
We went downstairs, and | flung my jacket on a chair. 
irt of the basement of Sammy’s house was fixed up almost 
a night club, and gave us lots of “atmosphere” for prac- 
[here were upholstered leather chairs and divans, all 
ne in a startling black and red color scheme, and rare art 


And now I had a chance to make him mi 


I had to take that chance 


on the walls. We had teased Sammy about the rare art, 
especially the color scheme—no imagination, but very cola 
ful. Over in a corner was a small but well-stocked bar, s 
in the opposite corner, Sammy’s piano on a sort of raise 
platform, with room for the other instruments. 

Ray, with Max on drums, was running through our new 
number, Rock-A-Blues. | stood for a moment and watched, 
listening, as Ray teased a few chords out of his guitar. f 
could make that thing talk—and it said a lot. Sammy and 
walked over to them. Ray looked up as we came over, al 
everybody said “Hi’s.” 

Then Ray said to Sammy and Max, “Should I tell her ne 
you guys, or later?” They laughed. 

I said, “I thought there was something going on. Come a 
come on. Give! What is it?” 

“You remember the Kreston agent who was at the club 
Saturday?” Ray asked. 

1 nodded. 

“He sent me a telegram this morning, wants me to comé 
to New York and talk contract with him. He has someone 
interested in my arranging, and they like you. Also, he has 
an immediate spot for the whole combo until we get i 
the big time.” Ray spoke slowly and carefully, as if he li 
each word. I liked each word, too! It sounded unbelievable 

“Oh, Ray, that’s wonderful!” I exclaimed, feeling like 
could burst with joy. “It’s only what you deserve, though. 
just knew your arrangement of Rock-A-Blues was great.” ~ 

Max and Sammy were both beaming, too, and we all 
a little awed, I think. 4 

“What are you going to do?” (Continued on Page 00} 





















AaArexmrm 
i fe 


I was tired of being locked up in that house. 
& | 





day and night, never going anyplace. I wasn't going to 


be bound to Curtis like some sultan’s girl 
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— CAME UP BEHIND ME and I felt his strong hands caress my bare 
shoulders. In the mirror of my dressing table I could see the fierce, posses- 
sive light glowing in his eyes. It made me feel proud and happy—and a little bit 
frightened—just as always. He bent his head and I trembled as his lips touched 
the curve of my neck. 

“Annie—Annie!” he murmured passionately. 

I let myself enjoy the warmth and tenderness of his embrace for a long moment, 
then I gently pulled away. “That’s no fair when you know I’ve got to go out to- 
night,” I scolded affectionately. 

Curtis stepped back, a scowl on his face. “Stay home tonight, Annie!” he said 
impulsively. “Forget about this night school business.” 

“But, darling, you promised! Oh, Curtis, you’re not going to start that again, 
are you?” 

He shrugged and smiled his crookedly little smile. “Can’t blame me for trying 
to keep you with me,” he said. 

“But I am with you—all the time,” I said, a trifle annoyed. “It’s not as if I do 
a lot of running around. In fact, if I ever got out of the house once in a while, 
maybe I wouldn’t be so set on taking this secretarial course.” 

“I said okay, didn’t 1? Let’s drop it!” Curtis snapped. 

I opened my mouth to say something else, then thought better of it. I had worked 
too hard, argued too long to spoil things now. The thing to do was to go ahead 
and do the thing we had agreed on. When I got back later that night I could have 
it out with Curtis, once and for all. 

I waited until he left the bedroom, then finished dressing. I shook off the feeling 
of uneasiness left by my sharp words with Curtis and was pleased by my reflection 
in the mirror. It was the first time in ages that I had dressed up for any occasion 
and I made the most of it. I wore a suit that Curtis had picked out for me and had 
been hanging in the closet ever since. It felt good to be going out into the world 
again, and I made myself as attractive as I could. 

I studied my face closely, then stepped back for a full length view. Thank heaven, 
my face and figure were still good. There was no trace of the worry and work that 
went with being the mother of an energetic seven-year-old son and the wife of a 
man—a good man, but one who was harder and harder to live with. Curtis never 


took me anywhere, never wanted me to go out alone. He was content just to stay 


home and— 

I thrust the unpleasant thoughts from my mind. Plenty of time for that later. 
Right then, all I wanted was to get out of the house. Curtis had a newspaper stuck 
up in front of his face when I went into the living room. I bent over and kissed 
him lightly on the forehead. “ Bye, darling,” I said gaily. “I don’t want to be 
late the first night, so—” 

“You're wearing your new suit,” Curtis cut in coldly, staring at me. 

“Why, yes. I thought—” 

“I thought you got it to wear on special occasions, when we go out—” 

“Ha! That’s a good one!” I burst out. “I’d never wear it if I waited for you to 
take me out!” Suddenly I was angry. It seemed that Curtis was determined to keep 
me home one way or another. “I don’t understand you, Curtis. If I so much as 
look like I’m not heartbroken when you’re not around, you get insulted. I honestly 
would like to know what’s wrong.” 

He apparently realized how angry I was because he said, “No need to make a 
big thing of it, Annie. I like that suit and I just thought— Well, it doesn’t matter.” 
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He glanced at his watch. “Say, you'd 
better hurry if you want to get there on 
time.” 

Suddenly I was tired, feeling every 
one of my thirty-one years. | sank into 
a chair and stared listlessly at the tips 
of my shoes. “I don’t feel like it any 
more,” | told him. | reached up to take 
off my hat. “Maybe it wasn’t such a 
good idea in the first place.” 

| glanced up just as Curtis turned 
away quickly, but in time to catch the 
tiny gleam of triumph in his eyes. He 
vot up and went to the television set. 
“There’s supposed to be a pretty good 
program on tonight—” he began. 

No, not that! | thought desperately. 
‘lL be damned if [ll sit around looking 
it TV tonight!” | declared. 1 jammed 
my hat back on my head and hurried 
out, ignoring Curtis’s calls to wait a 
minute. 

| was in such a mixed-up state that 
| scarcely remember registering for my 
class in stenography and typing, meet- 
The 
teacher in steno was a man, younger than 
| expected, who talked as if he came from 
the West Indian Islands. But all that was 
littlke more than a blur in my confused 
mind. The one thing that stood out was 
the fact that I had finally escaped from 
Curtis, and that freedom. brief as it was, 


ing my classmates and _ teacher. 


was sheer heaven. 

Yet, | was so dominated by him that 
after my last class | hurried home, turn- 
ing down an invitation from some of the 
other students to join them for coffee at 
a drug store near the school. 

Curtis was waiting for me when I got 
back home. He was pretending to read 
1 magazine, but | had the feeling that 
he had sat staring out the window the 
whole two hours | was gone until he saw 
me start up the steps. Walking through 
the door of our apartment was like climb- 
ing back into a cage. Curtis tried to be 
very casual, 

“Back already?” he said as if he really 
didn’t care. “How did it go?” 

*Fine—fine,” | answered in a strained 
voice. There was a long pause, then I 
isked, “How was the TV program?” 

‘Not bad. It was a play. A lot like 
the one we saw last Friday. Remember?” 

“[ suppose so,” | said, not really lis- 
tening to him. Now that | was back home 
| wanted to take up the matter of our 
marriage and what had happened to it. 
But | found I didn’t know where to be- 
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gin, how to put into words the things 
that weighed so heavily on my mind. It 
became clear that before I could discuss 
the problem with Curtis I had to get my 
own thoughts straight. 

So when Curtis yawned and started 
for the bedroom, | told him I was going 
to stay up a while longer. “Don’t you 
feel well? Can I get you an aspirin?” 
he asked. 

“No, thanks. I’m fine. I just want to 
sit here in the dark a while,” I told him, 
thinking to myself that at least my hus- 
band was attentive. Curtis went out of 
his way to do little things for me, some- 
times taking it on himself to do things 
1 would have preferred doing myself. 
Was he too attentive? Was that the 
trouble? 

I didn’t know. I lit a cigarette and 
rested my head against the back of the 
chair. It had been a long time since | 
had done any serious thinking about 
Curtis; about myself. One thing I was 
positive of—whatever faults I had, they 
were not the real problem. The real prob- 
lem was deep inside Curtis. How bad 
was it? Had it always been there? | 
closed my eyes and tried to think back. 
Back to the very beginning. . . . 


WAS a very popular girl of twenty 

when I met Curtis. What I mean by 
popular is, | had lots of friends. Fellows 
and girls | knew in school were always 
dropping by our house and there was 
always a big bunch of us when we went 
to dances or the skating rink or on pic- 
nics. My family wasn’t rich, but we had 
a warm close relationship that made up 
for what we lacked in worldly posses- 
sions. 

We weren’t poor, either, and Dad put 
my brother, Ted, through college. I 
didn’t care about going on after finish- 
ing high school. I knew that I’d get mar- 
ried soon, so I took a job as a file clerk. 
It didn’t pay a lot, but since I lived at 
home, the money | earned was enough 
to keep me in clothes. I knew lots of 
boys and although | wasn’t serious with 
any particular one, | had plenty of dates. 
I don’t suppose there was an important 
dance or summer outing in town that | 
missed—until I met Curtis. And then | 
missed plenty. 

Curtis Randall was different from any 
fellow I knew. He was quiet, almost 
shy, which was strange since he was cer- 
tainly goodlooking and well-educated. 


Maybe that was what attracted me to 
him. Anyway, shortly after we met, we 
started dating regularly. 

Looking back, I can see that we started 
out all wrong. We should have gone out 
with a crowd, or at least double-dated, 
But Curtis was funny that way. He loved 
me so much he didn’t want to share me 
with anyone else. Naturally, his posses. 
siveness thrilled me. It was good to feel 
so wanted by a man. 

But gradually, I found myself cut off 
from all my old friends. It wasn’t any- 
thing Curtis said or did, but the kids | 
knew just stopped coming by the house, 
So on the nights I wasn’t with Curtis, 
| sat around the house, not quite know. 
ing what to do with myself. But I really 
didn’t mind. I was so in love with him 
that I eventually forgot about my friends. 
Anyway, I told myself, once Curtis and 
| were married things would be different. 
We'd have open house every night, and a 
hig party on the weekends. 

Needless to say, it didn’t happen that 
way. At first, | was disappointed when 
Curtis kept making excuses for not hav- 
ing people over. But the excitement of 
that first year of complete happiness 
made up for what I missed, and then 
there was the period of waiting for little 
Ted to arrive. Since I planned to have 
several children I wanted to name the 
baby after Curtis’s father, but he ob- 
jected so violently, I suggested Ted. That 
was my father’s name, as well as my 
brother’s. 

It seemed I had everything when the 
baby came. I was so busy being a wife. 
a mother and a housekeeper that | gave 
up arguing about not going any place. 
Besides, | was mostly too tired nights to 
care one way or the other. 

It wasn’t until little Ted started school 
that I found myself with some time on 
my hands. | filled in the day by chatting 
with the neighbors over coffee, but hear- 
ing the girls talk about parties and 
dances they’d gone to or new movies 
they'd seen made me feel so left out. 
Pretty soon, I got so tired of staring at 
four walls I could have screamed. 

Sometimes Curtis would take Ted and 
me to the park on Sunday, but all the 
time | could tell that Curtis was just 
itching to get back to the house. I loved 
our home too, but not that much. | 
needed a change even if he didn’t. 

“Honey, the Simpsons next door int 
vited us to go bowling with them tomor- 
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~~ row night,” I said to Curtis one night 


after a particularly boring day. 


rari Curtis stared at me over the top of It wasn’t that I didn’t love 


his newspaper. “That would be nice- 
1€ Out 


all if we only could. But we can’t leave the Curtis: there had never 
dated, ? 


low baby home alone. Some other time, 
ov Y 


el maybe,” he said, going back to the sports been any question of 


section he was reading. 


et, we 







— But | was ready for that excuse. “Ted mv love 

o fel is not exactly a baby any more,” | J 
pointed out. “He’s big enough to stay 
ut € with Mrs. Hammond across the hall. She 

a could use the baby-sitting money.” 

“You know we can’t afford to help sup- 
—_— port old Mrs. Hammond or anybody 
a else,” he said, as if talking toa child. “Tt 

would be way past Ted’s bedtime when 
really we got back and—” 

, him I could feel the flush of anger burning 

ee my cheeks. “Why don’t you come right 

S and out and say it?” I demanded. “You 
7 don’t want to go and you don’t want me 
anda to go! You don’t care whether I have 

any fun or not!” 

oe “Fun! Is that all you can think of? 
tg You’ve got a family, Annie—Ted and 

me. Aren’t we enough for you?” 

-" ‘i His reasoning didn’t make sense. What 

wee in Heaven’s name did my love for him 
then and our son have to do with going out 

ees for a night of recreation? We were 
heme headed for an argument that made no 
ee kind of sense, and | felt helpless and 

e ob frustrated. “Of course I love you,” I 

Be said, “but that has nothing to do with it. 

. Everybody needs to get out once in a 

while.” 

7 the His mouth hardened into a grim line. 
wile, “What’s the matter? You've got every- 
om thing you need right here—television, a 

place. radio, books. I come home straight from 

hts to work every day—” 

But I was no longer listening. That 
chool was exactly the trouble. The dull, dead- 
lhe. ly routine of our life. I almost wished 
— Curtis wouldn’t come home some night. 
hear- At least it would add a little excitement, 

and give me something to think about. 

ete Curtis buried his face in his news- 
out. paper and I knew there was no use talk- 
ng at ing any more. His claim that he loved 

me so much he didn’t want anybody else 

1 and around sounded stupid and childish now. 
I the When we were dating it seemed sweet 
_ just and very flattering. But somehow, Cur- 
loved tis had confused possession with love, 
ch. I and they weren’t the same thing at all. 

Not that he didn’t love me. He did, but 

oi it wasn’t the free, undemanding love that 

aii other husbands gave their wives. The 
way Curtis (Continued on Page 51) 
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WE 


LIVED 


IN 


HELL 


here were no happy times in 
ur house—not with Mother 
and Daddy at each other’s throat 


ll the time like two stray cats 


OVE HAS TWO FACES, one that is 
‘4 sood and true and that brightens 
ything it touches. Its second face can 
twisted and bitter and cruel, where 
there was only tenderness and 
nth. It shrivels the heart and blasts 
rom any life that it touches, because 
ne can hate as strongly as two peo- 
who once loved each other. 
| understand these things, but 
n | was a little girl I didn’t. All I 
was that my home was different 


There 


it any closeness or warmth between 


other children’s homes. 


my parents. They never laughed to- 
gether or kissed and hugged; the only 
times they were nice to each other was 
when other people were around. Some- 
times at night I’d wake up to the sound 
of their angry voices, quarreling in their 
bedroom next to mine. I’d slide my pil- 
low over Barbara’s head so she wouldn’t 
hear. 

Barbara was three years younger than 
me, and | guess | just kept hoping our 
parents would change before she got old 
enough to notice. | was hoping vainly 
though, so | tried to make up to her for 


= 
we 





things we missed, like playing games 
with our parents and going on picnics 
and outings as a family. I read to her 
every night, and I did things she wanted 
to do long after I had outgrown dolls 
and playing house. I had few friends 
my own age because | stayed so close to 
Barbara. 

Mama and Daddy were good to us in 
many ways. Daddy was an insurance 
salesman, and we had enough money. 
We lived in a pretty nice house and never 
lacked for the right dress for different 
occasions. But in a child’s world, those 
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aren't the things that count most. I’d 
have changed places in a minute with 
Juanita Brent, who had to wear her 
sisters’ They didn’t 


have much money, but there was more 


hand-me-downs. 
than enough love. Their place was on 
my way home from school and I used to 
stroll past it slowly, pretending I was 
a part of the happiness I saw there. They 
always seemed to find something to do 
together. Like in the summer, playing 
baseball in the side yard, or just sitting 
on the porch drinking that good punch 


Mrs. Brent made. Somebody was always 


wee 


“Stop your whining, woman!” 
Daddy screamed at Mother in 
that awful way of his. 


talking and laughing, and they all looked 
cheerful and contented. 

Heading into my own house, my steps 
would drag heavily and a coldness closed 
around my heart. There was little talk 
and no one laughed around the supper 
table. Barbara talked much more than 
anyone. I guess the strangeness in the 
house hadn’t yet penetrated her enthusi- 
asm. Later, I realized Mama and Daddy 
were saying things to each other that 
had a double meaning and often I could 
not force myself to eat. I’d find myself 
staring down at my plate through a haze 





of tears. 

The Christmas I was twelve and Bar- 
bara was nine, Mama and Daddy hadn’t 
spoken to each other for almost a week. 
On Christmas Eve Daddy didn’t come 
home for supper. I helped Mama put up 
the tree and Barbara and I decorated it. 
Then Mama brought in the wrapped 
presents and arranged them around the 
tree. There were dark circles under her 
eyes and she hardly said two words. | 
watched her, my heart aching with love 
and a desperate longing to help. 

I went to bed (Continued on Page 54) 
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MY HANDS 


Nobody understood that I didn’t want to be a 


doctor. Not my father, who was one, nor my 


mother—not even the woman I married 


WILL TRY TO SAY this all now, 

while there is time to face facts and 
be fair. For I am afraid after the court 
decides what is to happen to me, I will 
become bitter, placing blame wherever it 
is most convenient, ignoring truth where 
the truth hurts. 

Maybe it all began with my father, or 
maybe with Ruth, or maybe with just 
myself. Most likely, the three of us must 
one day face our Maker and be judged 
as to the degree of guilt, accept the part 
we played in taking that young boy’s 
life. 

| said my father was guilty, too, but 
he would be the last to admit this. He 
has no way of realizing how much I did 
not want to follow in his foosteps. He 
was a good doctor, liked and respected 
in his community, but he wasn’t really a 
good father. If he had been, he would 
have realized I had no desire to study 
medicine, no compulsion to lessen the 
suffering of my fellow man. I do not 
know what | would rather have been. 
And, sadly, to this very day I have never 
discovered the magic sensation that must 
come to men when they one day discover 
the work they want to do for the rest of 
their lives. No, I grew into medicine just 
as I grew into parting my hair on the 
side and tying my ties in windsor knots 
and always wearing rubbers when it 
rained; it was all something I had been 
trained in since childhood. 

From as far back as I could remem- 
ber, my father had said: “Edward, 
you're going to grow up and be a fine 
doctor one day.” 

I would just nod my head and keep on 
doing whatever I was busy with at the 
moment. 


My Aunt Sarah did the same thing. 
“Your father’s got a mighty big practice 
going here. You'll be a lot of help to him 
when you're out of school.” 

And mother: “You're got nice slender 
hands, son, the kind a doctor needs to 
operate on people.” 

Nobody asked me if | wanted to go to 
medical school, or if | wanted to be a 
doctor. Nobody knew about delicate, 
sensitive fingers that shake with fear and 
indecision and cost a child his life. 

But ask me about these things. I 
know. 

But back then when it mattered, then 
when I could have done something about 
it, | didn’t know how to begin, what to 
say. In fact, | don’t suppose then I even 
realized that I didn’t want to do it. 

Perhaps, if | had not been the con- 
scientious type it would have helped. | 
had my fun of sports and parties and 
girls like other teenage boys, but when- 
ever I tried to do something or learn 
something, I tried as hard as | could. 
And, study came fairly easy for me, even 
the study of medicine. At Meharry Med- 
ical College, | saw some of the poor guys 
wrack their brains out until dawn almost 
every night, only to flunk out at the end 
of the semester. Some nights I studied 
long, too. But it did not happen habitual- 
ly and the work was not too difficult. 


T WAS NOT UNTIL I came to grips 

with a human body that I suddenly 
began to have real qualms about being 
a physician. To plunge a knife into hu- 
man flesh, to actually probe the myster- 
ies of the organs beneath, sent my stom- 
ach churning and caused cold sweat to 
pop out on my forehead. Still there 





















A LIFE IN MY HANDS 


were others who fared worse—the one 
or two who actually fainted the first time 
we went to work on a cadaver. Though 
terribly shaken, | managed to survive 
the ordeal. 

But it was then that I began to realize 
that I had allowed myself to be guided 
into a way of life for which I had no 
compulsion. Indeed, for which I even 
had some distaste. 

“What's a little operating room sick- 
ness?” my father scoffed when I told 
him that summer that maybe I was train- 
ing for the wrong profession. “Why, 
ome of the finest surgeons I know fell 
flat on their noses the first time they 
aw a bloody appendix.” 

“It's more than just being squeamish 
at the sight of blood, Dad,” I argued. 
“In fact, it isn’t the blood alone that 
bothers me. I guess maybe I just don’t 
are to see what people look like under 
their skins. But more than that, I realize 
now | have no real feeling for being a 
doctor.” 

‘Nonsense, boy,” he said. “You're go- 
ng to be a fine doctor. Now, you get 
back to your studies and Ill see if I can’t 
put you in one of those good looking 
sports cars to go do your interning in.” 

With Dad it was as simple as that. It 
was nonsense that I should say I didn’t 
want to become a doctor. And, even if 
| really didn’t, the promise of a nice 
reward should change my mind. 

But I suppose I did not have the cour- 
ige of my convictions, or I was not suf- 
ficiently experienced in going against 
my parents’ wishes, for I completed med- 
ical school and went on to Baltimore for 
2 year’s internship. 

[t was a rough year for me, coming 
face to face with the misery that I had 
somehow physically built up endurance 
for, but for which I was becoming more 
and more emotionally shaken. The 
emergency ward, with its daily accident 
cases and frantic Saturday night blood- 
letting was an especially difficult assign- 
ment for me, but somehow, when I 
thought I could no longer endure it all, 
the year was up and I returned home to 
triumphant celebration 
tossed by my parents in honor of my 


2 somewhat 


achievement. 

I’ve got the office all fixed up for you, 
son. You'll work right here with me,” 
30 


Dad said with a proud grin. 

I only smiled at him and took a stiff 
drink of bourbon. 

The longer the party lasted, the more 
sour my mood became, for to me there 
seemed to be a certain irony in the fact 
that so many people were so happy over 
the fact that I was so miserable. Of 
course, none of them really felt or re- 
alized this, but nevertheless, in my state 
of mind, that was certainly one way of 
looking at it. 

“You look like a man watching his 
own funeral,” a voice said to me finally 
as the evening grew on. The frankness, 


But now I had company, startlingly 
beautiful company. 

“I should think you would be the 
happiest man in town at this moment,” 
she was saying. “You're the conquering 
hero, returning home to a hero’s wel- 
come. A young doctor, stepping into a 
ready made practice—why, you are as 
of this moment the most eligible man in 
town. The girls will fall all over them- 
selves lining up for your inspection.” 

“Goodness, you make it sound so cold 
and businesslike,” I said, “like shopping 
for fish in a meat market.” 

“Well,” she said with a sudden, mu- 
sical laugh, “don’t let me frighten you. 
You look scared enough already.” 

“Maybe I am,” I said, thinking to my- 
self how much truth there was in that. 


The line between life and death was 


so thin. A sharp knife in a shaking 


hand meant the difference 





and the ring of truth, startled me. 

“Does it really show that much?” | 
asked, smiling at the tall, immaculate 
young woman who had made the re- 
mark. 

“I’m afraid it does,” she said, with a 
mock expression of pity. “Is it really 
that bad?” 

“No, not really,” I said, now realizing 
that I was talking to a very striking 
woman indeed. Her hair was jet black, 
matching her eyes, and her skin was 
smooth and golden. She looked, in her 
excellent clothing and accessories, like 
the model of self-assurance, as if she 
had never said or done anything in her 
life that she was not perfectly sure of the 
consequences. 

I did not recognize her, but that was 
not unusual on this evening. I did not 
recognize half of the people in the house. 
Some of them were long time patients of 
Dad’s, and the younger ones were the 
sons and daughters and nieces and 
nephews. A few, of course, were old 
classmates, but even such high school 
friendships tend to fade in the course 
of an eight-year absence—as mine had 
been—and so for the better part of the 
evening I had wandered about the house, 
a stranger at my own party. 


“Why don’t you take me away from all 
this, as I believe the saying goes.” 
“Well, now am I suppose to go with 
you for a walk, or, as in a man’s case, is 
this a suggestion that I marry you?” 
“Humm, either thought is nice,” | 
said grinning. 


ND SO WE WERE MARRIED. Not 
then, of course, but a year later. 
The night of the party and the months 
in between our first meeting and our 
marriage, I learned mostly that Ruth 
Lindsay was just the kind of woman she 
appeared to be at first glance. Sleek, 
self-assured, coldly calculating, and, of 
course, I never should have married her. 
But for me, Ruth represented a type 
of security. Feeling somehow compelled 
to do as my father said in becoming a 
physician and starting to practice, mar- 
rying Ruth was both an act of defiance 
—he did not resent the marriage, but I 
think he would rather I had waited— 
and at the same time she was someone 
of immense strength for me to cling to. 
Furthermore, we must have been in 
love. The desire to be together as much 
as possible, the magic tingle in a touch, 
the pounding passion aroused by 4 
caress—certainly the signs of love. 
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“It’s so wonderful to be together, 
alone at last, locked in our private 
world,” Ruth said to me on our wedding 
night after the church ceremony and the 
crowded reception. 

“I never thought we'd find it, our own 
private world,” I said. “There were so 
many people at that reception I thought 
Sugar Ray Robinson must have been go- 
ing to put on a fight there or something.” 

Ruth laughed. 

“I really didn’t want all that, you 
know,” I said. “I mean, a church wed- 
ding is nice and all that, but the recep- 
tion was a monstrosity.” 

Ruth snuggled closer to me and ran 
one finger along the line of my mouth. 
“But I wanted a big reception, remem- 
ber?” and her voice was but a murmur. 

Suddenly she was not the matter-of- 
fact woman she almost always seemed 
to me. Now she was all soft and femi- 
nine and coquettish. And most of all, 
she was now my wife, with the vast and 
fiery miracle of our love only minutes, 
then seconds, then a nothingness away, 
bursting into a million bright colors like 
fireworks on the fourth of July... . 


DOCTOR’S LIFE, while still dis- 

tasteful to me, was not quite as bad 
as | had imagined. At least, not during 
the two years Dad and I worked togeth- 
er. For one thing, he handled the really 
dificult cases, and most of my work 
consisted of routine examinations and 
treating the more common sicknesses. 
Dad was on hand for the tough ones, the 
messy ones. 

But then one night, as he was leaving 
the hospital after a round of calls, he 
keeled over as he was about to enter his 
car, and he never regained conscious- 
ness. It was the old story of a physician 
so busy tending to the ailments of others 
that he never really saw after himself. 
And until the night of his death, neither 
mother nor I dreamed that he had a bad 
heart. 

“You’re in charge now, Edward,” 
Ruth said to me the day after Dad’s 
funeral. “The practice is yours, and 
you’ve got a wonderful future.” 

It wasn’t so much what she said as it 
was the look in her eyes when she said 
it that rattled me. “Why, you sound al- 
most as if you were just waiting for Dad 
to die,” I blurted. 

“Edward! That’s a horrible thing to 
say! Of course I’m not glad your father 
is dead. But we have to face facts, and 


the job of taking care of all the patients 
is yours now. Besides, lots of hard work 
will take your mind off your father’s 
death.” 

“I—I suppose you’re right, Ruth,” I 
apologized. “I didn’t really mean what 
I said.” 

“Of course you didn’t,” Ruth said, 
patting me on the cheek. “Now drink 
your coffee, it’s time you were at the 
office.” 


HE NEXT SIX MONTHS were a 

living hell for me. I diligently tend- 
ed my heritage: from indigestions to 
pregnancies, from broken arms to breast 
cancers. And, I had to admit even to 
myself, I was a good doctor. I knew my 
medicine, and the long, sensitive fingers 
my Mother had spoken of had developed 
into skilled hands. What a curse it was 
to have the brain and the skill but not 
the stomach. 

But if I did not have a doctor’s heart, 
Ruth certainly had all of the qualifica- 
tions for a medical man’s wife. She was 
interested in my patients and my work, 
and took my sometimes long and oftimes 
frequent absences away from home with 
patient calm. “I realize a doctor can’t 
call his time his own,” she said, “espe- 
cially when he’s got such a large prac- 
tice.” 

Swiftly and surely, as the wife of the 
leading Negro doctor in town, Ruth as- 
cended the social ladder to a position of 
eminence. She headed 


sparked drives and hostessed parties with 


committees, 


a sure, icy hand. 

But gradually my own hand began to 
slip. And Ruth, of course, was the first 
to notice. 

“Darling,” she said one night after we 
had returned from a party at Ted Wat- 
son’s, a doctor friend of mine, “I never 
noticed you drank so much.” 

“There’s a lot of things about me you 
never noticed,” I said gruffly. 

“Well, what on earth is that supposed 
to mean?” she asked. 

“It means I’m fed up with this whole 
business,” I answered loudly. “I never 
wanted to be a doctor and you know it.” 

Ruth stared at me coldly. 

“What do you want to be, Edward?” 
she asked finally. “You’re a big boy 
now. It’s time we knew.” 

For a moment I just stood there, feel- 
ing like a kid who didn’t want to wash 
his face or brush his teeth. Then I went 
to Ruth and pulled her to me. 


“l’m—I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just 
that I can’t explain the way I feel.” 

“There now, I thought you had gotten 
over all that nonsense,” Ruth said sooth- 
ingly. “You’re a fine doctor—the big- 
gest in town. What more could you 
ask?” 

I shook my head and wondered. 

That night, Ruth came to me with 
more fire and passion than I had ever 
known, calming my fears, blotting out 
my doubts, instilling confidence where 


none had been before. 


UT IN THE COLD LIGHT OF DAY, 

all of the old doubts and fears re- 
turned, and they could only be vanquish- 
ed by my new ally—the bottle. At first, 
I felt the drinking eased my inward suf- 
fering, and then I realized it just made 
the suffering seemingly more bearable, 
only it took more and more of it as time 
went on. 

By the time that fateful day in Jan- 
uary arrived, I must have been pretty 
far along the way to alcoholism. Every- 
body knew I drank, but to my patients 
this only seemed to increase my attrac- 
tion. Aunt Sarah, whom I now saw in- 
frequently, nagged me about it, but then 
I wasn’t around her often. Mother was 
too preoccupied in her grief for father 
to really notice. Ruth did not care. If 
that was my way of facing the job, she 
felt, then let it be so. And so I drank, 
more and more and more. 

What really happened that January 
morning is not clear to me yet. I only 
know that my mind was in an alcoholic 
fog when they wheeled in young Billy 
Taylor. Billy was a sophomore in high 
school, already a star on the basketball 
team. My father had been the Taylors’ 
family doctor for years before Billy was 
born—had, in fact, brought him into the 
world. Now, I was their doctor, and 
Billy’s loving, trusting. parents waited. 

It should have been just a routine op- 
eration, an intestinal obstruction caught 
at an early stage. I had assisted my 
father at several. Now, with Ted assist- 
ing me, I was in charge, as Ruth had 
said. Somehow, even with the drinking, 
I could always achieve a sharp, clear 
area in my mind, once the operation was 
at hand. 

Beside me this morning was Ella, my 
surgical nurse, a veteran of the operat- 
ing room who never hesitated to hand 
me the right instrument, even when I 


might have (Continued on Page 66) 
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VV OU’VE GOT YOURSELF between 

the cows and the barbed wire fence, 
“young Missy!” my grandmother used to 
‘say when I got myself into a jam. Gran- 
my was gone now, and I sure was in a 
pjam. The worst one of my life. Mama 
"was no help at all. In fact, she made 
things worse with her constant nagging. 
H] got so fed up that I wanted to get out 
Nand be on my own. The trouble was 
ithat the little money I made working in 
‘Eddie’s Luncheonette wasn’t enough to 
support me. Mama knew I was unhappy, 
"but her solution to the problem wasn’t 
"yery attractive. 

“It’s time you were on your own, any- 
Sway, Verlie,” Mama would say when we 
Ptalked about it. “Not that I’m trying to 
| get rid of you, honey, but plenty of girls 
| get married at seventeen. | was only 
| sixteen, myself.” 

“Get married to who? And don’t say 
Melvin!” I’d say right back. 

“And what's wrong with Melvin? He’s 
| got a steady job. He loves you. What 


more do you want?” 
“But I don’t love him!” 

She’d just shake her head and say. 
“Some day you'll find out that a woman 
"who has the security a man like Melvin 
F can give her is lucky. The kind of love 
"you're dreaming of is awful hard to 
© find.” She sighed. “And love won’t put 
| any food on the table or pay the rent. 

_ child.” 
FT understood how Mama felt. She and 
my father were very young when they 
| got married. But they were so much in 
© love that they figured nothing else mat- 
| tered. They were just a couple of kids 
| out for all the fun they could get. After 
'T came along, Mama tried to settle down 
= and think about the future. But my 
father couldn’t see it. He lived just for 

today. 

I was ten years old when my father 
| died and he left Mama and me with noth- 
}ing except the memories of some good 
times sandwiched in between 
mighty rough ones. Since then, Mama 
phad worked to take care of me. She 
bworked hard and it was no wonder she 
was so concerned about security and 
things like that. 
| But Mama was wrong about love be- 
ing hard to find. 1 wasn’t even looking 
for it when it walked in and hit me in 


some 


the face. It was near quitting time a few 
months ago when Danny walked into the 
luncheonette. At first | was angry at the 
tall, good looking stranger who was 
keeping me from going home which he 


And 


when he dropped his cigarette butt into 


sat staring into a cup of coffee. 


the cup, that was the last straw. 

I picked up an ash tray and slammed 
it down in front of him. He looked up 
startled, then smiled. “I’m sorry,” he 
apologized. “That’s a bad habit I have.” 

“That’s not the only one,” | snapped. 
“You keep late hours.” I made a big 
thing of looking at my watch. He got 
the message and paid his bill and left a 
big tip. “Can I drop you off any place?” 
he asked, as | tossed the money into the 
cash register and grabbed up my coat. 
| waved goodnight to Eddie and said, 
“No thanks, mister. The subway stops 


right where | want it to.” 


HE NEXT evening he was back. This 

time he talked to me as I worked 
behind the counter and that night | let 
him drive me home. That was the way 
it started. Before I knew it, I was wildly 
in love with Danny. He was the exact 
opposite of Melvin, a sharp dresser, a 
smooth talker, a man who'd been around. 

And that was my problem. Danny had 
been around much more than I suspected 
when I first met him. For a long time | 
saw him only during the week, and since 
| had the weekends off I continued to go 
out with Melvin on Saturday night as 
usual. | did it partly because of Mama 
and partly because I was annoyed at 
Danny because he wasn’t available. 

But I’d forget to be angry with him 
when I saw him. He had a dazzling 
smile that drove everything out of my 
mind except the thought that he loved 
me as much as I loved him. I was con- 
vinced of that. The nights when Danny 
picked me up we'd get into his car and 
drive around a while. Then he’d find a 
spot to park on a quiet side street. 

“Come here, beautiful!” he'd say, 
pulling me closer to him. 

And I'd slide across the seat and lean 
my head on his shoulder, fully content 
to remain just like that forever. But then 
Danny would say. “What’s on the 
menu?” 


I'd smile and reply. “Love and kisses 


a la mode, and a side order of hugs and 
squeezes.” 

I marvelled at the way his kisses af- 
fected me. They were nothing at all like 
Melvin’s dry, unexciting goodnight 
kisses. They made me dizzy, and there 


were times when | was afraid of the 


vague feelings of desire they stirred in- 


side me. 

Then one night, Danny confessed that 
he was married. | felt as if the world 
had suddenly stopped and my heart with 
it. As shocked as | was at the stunning 
news | was more upset because Danny 
had hidden it from me all these weeks. 

“It’s not fair!” I cried. “You waited 
until | fell in love with you and then—” 

“Honey—baby!” Danny said sooth- 
ingly. “I know 
couldn’t help myself. I wanted to tell 


I was wrong, but | 
you right away, but I was afraid. | knew 
you'd put me down if you knew.” 

He went on talking, softly and sooth- 
ingly, making me believe every word he 
was saying. In the end | forgave him. 
But knowing Danny had a wife and child 
made me feel guilty. That was the start 
of my real problem because Danny told 
me he was positive his wife would never 
give him a divorce. 

It was impossible for me to forget all 
Mama’s talk about security. I guess that’s 
why i continued to see Melvin. He repre- 
sented a home, security, children, all 
those things. I guess he was the “cows” 
on one side, while Danny represented 
the “barbed wire fence” that Granny 
talked about. I found myself between 
them and it was impossible to make a 
choice. 

Mama had drilled it into me too well 
for me to turn up my nose at the idea 
of security. And I could remember all 
too well the nights of going to bed hun- 
gry. the days of shivering in thin, worn 
coats, the humiliation of dodging bill 
collectors. Things were a lot better now 
that | was working. Mama and | did 
pretty well. But it still sounded good 
when Melvin would say, “Been on this 
job five years now, Verlie. Got a little 
money saved up. And there’s a car dealer 
who wants to give me good trade-in on 
a new Chevvy. All I need now is a wife.” 

“She'll be a lucky girl, Melvin.” I’d 
say, wishing he were just a little more 
exciting. A little more—I don’t know. It 
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wasn’t that Melvin was bad looking. He 
was solidly built and he certainly had a 
kind face. But he was so slow-moving, so 
dull, so practical about everything. He 
just didn’t make my heart beat faster. 

“T don’t want just any girl, Verlie. | 
want you.” 

Sometimes it would be after the 
movies, the only place we ever went since 
Melvin didn’t like to dance. Other times 
it would be on a Sunday afternoon at 
our house. Mama was always inviting 
him over for dinner and afterward we'd 
sit around and watch television. Mama 
called herself being thoughtful by sud- 
denly remembering someone she had to 
visit or some work she had to do back 
in the kitchen. Then Melvin and I would 
be alone. It was boring. 

I could hardly wait until I could be 
with Danny. And since things were the 
way they were, I could never know what 
night he would drop by the luncheonette. 
When he couldn’t make it, Danny would 
phone me and I made Eddie mad by 
staying in the phone booth talking, for- 
getting all about the customers at the 
counter. When Danny couldn’t get to a 
phone he’d have his cousin Ruth call me. 

Once or twice in order to get out of 
the house, Danny brought along Ruth 
as an excuse. She was a nice girl, but 
rather wild, who idolized her handsome 
cousin. One night she came to the lunch- 
eonette with a message from Danny. 

“It’s that witch of a wife of his!” Ruth 
said venomously. “She never wants Dan- 
ny to have any fun. Evil! And she’s so 
suspicious, girl. She never would have 
found out about Alma if she hadn’t been 
snooping around like—” 

“Alma? Who’s she?” I asked, trying 
to sound casual. 

“Oh, just some girl Danny used to 
Ruth rattled on, never suspect- 
ing she was torturing me with the 
thought that Danny had known other 
girls before me. Lots of them. Yet, it 
couldn’t have been any other way. Dan- 
ny was the kind (Continued on Page 64) 


know.” 
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Child Care: 
The Fourth Shot 
Is Important 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


“But: DOCTOR, my two children 
have had their three polio shots!” 
the agitated mother’s voice came over 
the telephone. “Do you mean that I 
should have them inoculated with a 
fourth shot?” She had recently read the 
report in which Dr. Jonas Salk had 
suggested, along with other health offi- 
cials, that the present protection afforded 
by commercial vaccine was not at its 
maximum effectiveness. 

I explained that the fourth shot was 
meant to be a temporary measure only, 
and that as soon as the potency of the 
commercial vaccine was increased to the 
point where three injections will give 
complete and lasting protection against 
paralytic. polio, there would then be no 
further need for the fourth shot. 

“What is the difference between the 
Salk vaccine and the so-called commer- 
cial vaccine?” she asked. 

“The Salk vaccine, as such, is the 
vaccine prepared by Doctor Salk and 
his staff in his laboratory; the commer- 
cial vaccine prepared by the various 
pharmaceutical houses throughout the 
country ranges in effectiveness from 70 
to 90 per cent. 

“This wide range in the degree of ef- 
fectiveness and potency is responsible to 
some extent for the crippling that oc- 
curred in persons who contracted polio 
even after receiving three inoculations. 
The fourth shot of the particular com- 
mercial vaccine that the individual had 
been given previously, in a great many 
instances, would compensate for the de- 
ficiency in protection that might exist.” 

“Then, as I understand it,” the mother 
continued, “you recommend that I bring 
Judy and Kenny in for a fourth shot?” 

“I certainly do recommend that the 
booster shot be given. It is such an easy 
thing to do and it is better to have more 
protection than you need than not 
enough. Paralytic polio is still a crip- 
pler and there are still too many persons 
who have not had any vaccine. By the 
way, have you had your shots?” 
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sk “With small children to care for, my 
hands are in hot water and detergents a lot. 
They broke out, became red, raw and irri- 
tated. I tried wearing rubber gloves, but 
they only increased the irritation. I saw an 
ad for Black and White Ointment and decided 
to try it. And it gave such 
wonderful relief to my itching, 
stinging, irritated hands.”’ 


Aodia Walker 


Kansas City, Mo. 
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twisted together. Cookie flowers are easier to 
make when the cookies have holes in the center. 
The flower centers are gum drops. one under 
each cookie and one on top. To hold the flowers 
upright. push the stems into modeling clay con- 
cealed in the basket. or use a needle-type flower 


holder. See following pages for more egg ideas. 









1,‘GGS STAR frequently at meal time, especially during 
“4 the month of April when the Easter bunny is so gen- 
s with his colorful jewels. If your home is filled to 
rflowing with eggs, there is but one thing to do—use 

to make some of the most delectable dishes your fam- 
as ever tasted! 


ortunately most people like eggs, and children and grow- 
teen-agers never seem to get enough. That makes it 
to use eggs to their best advantage in a variety of 
s that range from piping hot casseroles and fluffy 

fles, to egg-rich cakes and smooth custards. 

ichly endowed with important nutrients, eggs can be 


the mainstay of many meals, and can be served in a hun- 
dred different ways that will appeal to the most finicky 
appetites. Since they are full of essential minerals, vitamins 
and high-quality protein, it is easy to understand this new 
slogan. “An egg a day keeps the doctor away.” 

The average homemaker uses about 34 dozen eggs 4 
year, more if the family is larger, and many more if 
growing teen-agers are in the home. They can be cooked 
in combination with other foods or as part of other dishes, 
or even used as garnishes. Eggs are not only versatile, they 
are indispensable. TAN’s food pages offer suggestions for 


new ways with eggs. 
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Banana Custard Delight 


Beat 6 egg yolks. Blend in Yo cup sugar, % tsp. salt, 2 tsps. flour. Stir in 2 
cups scalded milk. Cook in top of double boiler until mixture coats spoon. Cool 
by placing pan in cold water; blend in 1 tsp. vanilla. Into serving bowl place 
one layer each of vanilla wafers, banana slices and custard. Repeat layers with 
custard on top. Chill before serving. Garnish with whipped cream. 


Casseroled Egg Salad 


Combine 6-8 hard-cooked eggs, coarsely cut, 1¥% cups diced celery, %4 cup 
chopped pecans, 1 tsp. chopped onion and 2 tbsp. chopped parsley in mixing 
bowl. Add 2% cup salad dressing. Toss lightly to blend ingredients. Season to 
taste. Divide into four l-cup casseroles. Sprinkle with 1 cup grated Cheddar 
cheese. Top with crushed potato chips. Bake 25 minutes at 375 degrees F. 


Orange-Egg Curry Eggs Tetrazzini 


Cook 2 thsps. chopped onion in 2 tbsps. butter 5 minutes. Add Cook 4-6 oz. spaghetti. Cook Y% cup diced celery, 2 tbsps. 
2 tbsps. flour and 1 tsp. curry powder. Add 2 cups milk, cook chopped green pepper, 1 tbsp. chopped onion, 4% cup drained 
until thickened. Add %z tsp. salt, 4 tsp. pepper, 2 tsp. grated mushrooms in %4 cup butter 5 minutes. Blend in 1 tbsp. flour; 
orange rind, and 14 cup orange juice. Cut in quarters 6 hard- add 34 cup milk, stir until thick. Blend in %4 lb. diced cheddar 
cooked eggs, save several for garnish. Add eggs to sauce, heat cheese; > tsp. salt, 2 tsps. Worcestershire sauce. Add 5 diced 


and serve over hot rice. Garnish with parsley and egg slices. hard boiled eggs. Serve over spaghetti with egg slices, cheese. 
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aS ONS Poncho Jumper has open sides, is held together 
with ornamental buttons and loops. Pat. No. 
! | 8917; sizes 9-15 and 10-18; 50¢. 


April fashions are as flirty and saucy 
1s early spring flowers and the colors 
run the gamut from brightly colored 
solids to gay, free-form prints. The girl 
who dresses well has little to worry about 
this spring, especially if she is handy 
with a needle and loves the excitement 
of creating her own clothes. 

High school fashions incorporate all 
the glamour and good lines of adult 
styles, but have a freshness of their own 
that makes them instantly recognizable 
1s belonging strictly to the soda-pop 
rowd. The Empire dress, belted high or 
just beneath the bustline, is an important 
influence. For those who favor the swing 
ind sway of the flared or gathered skirt 
or the strictly sophisticated look of the 
heath, there are patterns to suit every 
taste and materials to please every pocket- 

0K. 

Part of the pleasure of spring is the 
urrival of “something really new” that 
idds sparkle to the balmy days and ends 
the solemnness of winter. What better 
conversation can be chosen than clothes, 
ind more clothes with the emphasis on 
newness.” A pretty, pert print, for in- 
tance, does double duty, can even be a 
eason-spanner, and will still look just as 
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refreshing for months to come. Even if 
ou had a million in your pocket, there is 

) better investment to make during the 
ring than a flock of gay, attractive 
dresses made with a personal “know- 
’ that can’t be bought. Check our 
portfolio of clothes and see if they don’t 
set the specifications of demanding 
1s whose motto is “Look right, al- 





lAN’s spring clothes for teens who 
ke to sew are from Advance Pattern 


Sleeveless dress has Blouson bodice, bi 
Company, and patterns can be ordered Por 


hs collar. Slim skirt has back walking pleat. 
Page 51. Pat. No. 8874; sizes 6-14; 35¢. 














3 titres 
ee piziiin 
rity 

me rereteies 
99 80 eRe: 





. 


as 


One-piece dress made in the Empire style, 
has a wide bow set-in midriff. Pat. No. 
8931; sizes 10-16; 35¢. 





Shirt chemise has three-quarter 
sleeves, back zipper. Pat. No. 
8917: sizes 9-15, 10-18: 506. 





One-piece dress has graceful neck- <a 
front. Pattern No. 8923; sizes 9-15 
line, Empire bolero effect in front. 
Pat. No. 8923; sizes 9-15, 10-18 ; 75¢. 
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{ shapely mouth is an important beauty point that re- 
uires careful make-up. A bright lipstick makes lips 
Lore attractive as well as adding color to the face. 





For gala occasions, spray 
hair with lively bright 
color for a party look. 


Be Your Own 


Make-Up Expert 


_ A LITTLE PRACTICE any woman can become an 
expert at making-up her own face. It’s fun to experi- 
ment and the results are certainly worth the effort. 

First, there’s the trick of applying foundation to a face 
that has been properly cleaned. Today’s foundations range 
from invisible to skin-colored. Apply lightly and sparingly 
five dots, one on each cheek, nose, chin and forehead. Rub in 
with light upward strokes until blended into the skin. Don’t 
forget the neck. 

Powdering is next as it gives the complexion a smooth 
look. Select a shade darker than the skin itself since make- 
up appears lighter on the skin. Take a clean puff, dip into 
powder and pat on face and neck generously. Allow to set 
for a minute, then lightly brush off the excess. 

Before putting on lipstick, remove all traces of the old 
and make sure lips are dry. Choose a shade that blends well 
with your natural coloring. Many models use a brush, but 
it takes practice to become adept at this. One advantage is 
that all the lipstick can be used in the holder. 

Eyebrows look best when they follow their natural line. 
With tweezers pluck straggly hairs without changing the 
natural brow shape. To do this, slick the brows with cold 
cream, pull the skin taut and pluck hairs in the direction they 
grow. If necessary, darken the brows with an eyebrow pencil. 

All too often women forget their hair in terms of make-up. 
However clean hair, correctly shaped and beautifully finished 
is the actual “frame” for the face and all the make-up in the 
world is useless unless the “frame” is as attractive as the 
“picture.” TAN’s cosmetics are by Harriet Hubbard Ayer. 


ee” 

ra — 
Clean, sparkling hair is All over body care with 
essential for a_ before- hand and body lotion is 


hand beauty treatment. important make-up step. 
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IMITATION OF LIFE 


Twenty-five years ago Universal Pictures released a film based on Fannie Hurst’s 
controversial, best-selling novel /mitation Of Life, and promptly set off a storm of 
conflicting comment on the picture’s merits and the validity of its theme and char- 
acters. The 1959 version of this novel, just released, will also undoubtedly prove 
to be one of the most intensely discussed pictures of the year. 

On every level U-I’s handsome re-make of /mitation Of Life is far superior to 
the original. The new version retains the basic plot of the novel with a number 
of changes, but it leaves practically intact the explosive secondary theme of a light- 
skinned colored girl rebelling against enforced assignment to the Negro world. 

In the original, Louise Beavers played 
the part of Aunt Delilah and Fredi 
Washington was her fair daughter. 
Peola. Now, Aunt Delilah has been 
changed to simple, warm-hearted, gen- 
erous Annie Johnson, played movingly 
by Juanita Moore. 
daughter is now called Sarah Jane, 
played by white Susan Kohner, but is 


Her fair-skinned 


just as resentful of her racial origins. 
In the 1934 picture Aunt Delilah’s orig- 
inal pancake recipe was the means by 
which Claudette Colbert, her employer, 
built a fortune for herself. This time the 





Lana Turner (l.), and Juanita Moore (r.). 


plot has been altered so that the Negro woman’s white employer (Lana Turner) 
rises from poverty to the glittering heights of theatrical stardom. Annie Johnson 
accompanies her on this dizzying ascent to fame and riches, but Sarah Jane, still 
defiant, keeps running off to pass for white and deny her black mother. 

Annie Johnson dies and is given an extravagant funeral at which Mahalia Jackson 
sings Trouble Of The World. Sarah Jane returns to her mother’s side after death, 
and in an emotional final scene rests her head on her casket and begs forgiveness. 

Imitation Of Life, 1959-style, is a mature attempt to interpret a delicate theme. 
Like its predecessor, this film will be praised and criticized, but few will be able to 
deny that it is exceptional entertainment. 


THE SHERIFF OF FRACTURED JAW 

The 20th Century-Fox CinemaScope 
production of The Sheriff Of Fractured 
Jaw is an entirely new approach to that 
great American institution, the Western 
film. It is a comedy full of hilarious, 
unexpected, and often unexplainable, 
situations, capably handled, though, in 
completely unorthodox fashion. The film 
stars British comedian Kenneth More 
and America’s own Jayne Mansfield, 
with Henry Hull, Bruce Cabot and Rob- 
ert Morley in supporting roles. 

The time is the mid-19th Century, 
when Jonathan Tibbs (Kenneth More), 
realizing that his gunsmith business is going to pot, ventures into the American 
West to peddle his wares. For subsequent acts of bravado, he is proclaimed a 
United States citizen, sworn in as sheriff of the town of Fractured Jaw and falls 
in love with voluptuous, blonde saloon keeper Kate (Jayne Mansfield). 


Kenneth More and Indians. 








ENJOY 
STEADY PAY 


EVERY DAY 
| 


NURSE 






‘oe 
LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries . . . there is no recession 


in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a 
week in good times or bad as a Practical 











YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IM- 
PORTANT . . . mature and older women are 
also desperately needed. In just a few 
short weeks from now, you should be able 
to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the 
FREE complete information right now. 
There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman will call upon you. You can 
make your decision to be a Nurse in the 
privacy of your own home. We will send 
you without obligation, your FREE sam- 
ple lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
“Nursing Facts.” 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17A49 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 
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Clothes do the most for the girl 
with a lovely complexion! So, use 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your dull, drab 
skin take on a lighter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way to 
lighten skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
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N BATON ROUGE, LA.. 34-year-old Rev. Ernest Williams delivered a Sunday 

sermon to inmates of a parish jail, played a return engagement the next day as a 
prisoner charged with theft. 

In Detroit, Mich., Rayford Fisher, 39, went to a hospital where doctors removed 
a bullet he had been carrying around ever since his wife shot him 15 years ago in 
Mississippi. 


x * * 


In Baltimore, Md., laundryless Albert LeBlanc walked into a launderette, got 
hauled away by police before he could stuff into a machine the clothes he had just 
pulled off. 


* * 


In Chicago, IIL, Willie Lavender was sentenced to 33 days in jail for hunting 
out of season despite his plea that a gunshot-laden pheasant found under the hood 
of his car “must have crawled in there and died.” 


* * * 


In Washington, D. C., James Alford filed for an annulment of his marriage to his 
wife Shirley, explained that she was already pregnant by another man at the time 


he married her. 
e t * 


In Courtland, Ala., motorist Willie Burt explained to police why he made a left 
turn into the path of another auto: “I’ve been turning there for a long time, and 
there never has been another car there before.” 


* * * 


In Raleigh, N. C., 67-year-old William Jones was charged with drunken driving 
after his bicycle collided with an auto. 


* * * 


In Milwaukee, Wis., after testifying that drunken driving suspect Artie L. Terrell 
definitely had “bloodshot, dilated and watery,” eyes when arrested, Police Capt. 
George Sprague learned to his chagrin that Terrell’s left eye was glass to begin with. 


* * * 


In Lexington, Ky.. a 12-year-old youth admitted stealing $3, explained he took 
the money to go see The Ten Commandments. 


a” * at 


In Kampala, Uganda, a group of court-bound prisoners refused to stand trial 
“until the judges stop demanding bribes from us.” 
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Harem Wite 


(Continued from Page 31) 


wanted to keep me all to himself amounted 
to an obsession. I had never given him 
cause to be jealous, yet even the most in- 
nocent sign of friendliness between me and 
another man—even a cab driver or a store 
clerk—seemed to plunge my husband into 
a black, evil mood. 

He constantly made remarks 
stories in newspapers about women who 
cheated on their husbands and it might 
have made sense to me if I had been the 
firtatious type. 

I left Curtis in the living room and went 
into Ted’s room to see that he was covered. 
And in the lonely darkness of the bedroom 
[ gave way to the tears that welled up in- 
side me. How could I go on this way, day 
after day, with nothing but the same old 
routine to look forward to? It just wasn’t 
normal, living that way. 


about 


‘Preble WAS quieter than usual next 
morning at breakfast and I knew he 
was still upset over our argument the night 
before. I refused to feel any pity for him. 
What was wrong with him? Did he think 
I'd run away with the movie usher if he 
took me to a show once in a while? When 
he kissed me goodbye that morning I was 
cool and unresponsive, and he seemed wor- 
ried when he left the house. 

In the mail that day there was an an- 
nouncement of evening classes at the local 
high school. As I studied the folder it 
came to me that maybe this was the solu- 
tion to the problem that was slowly driving 
me mad. As a former file clerk who hadn’t 
worked for several years, I couldn’t earn 
enough to make it worth while taking a 
job. But if I learned to type and take 
shorthand—! Ted was going to school all 
day now and Mrs. Hammond could look 
after him for a couple of hours until either 
Curtis or I returned from work. 

But I knew Curtis well enough to realize 
that I couldn’t come right out and tell him 
I wanted to go back to work. Actually, I 
didn’t, but the evening classes were an ex- 
cuse to get out of the house two nights a 
week and once Id learned typing I might 
as well get a job. Anybody could use more 
money, but I knew that wouldn’t be reason 
enough for Curtis. 

So when he came home that evening, I 
maintained my cool. angry manner just to 
keep him worried. By the time I brought 
up the subject of evening school, he was 
teady to agree to almost anything to pacify 
_ Even so, his first answer was a flat 
ne when I told him about the classes. 

You ve been talking about getting a 
car, J reminded him. “With both of us 
working we'll be able to get it a lot sooner.” 
could see him turning it over in his mind 
ee, “Not only that, if anything 

ppen to you, I’d have to support 


myself and the baby alone—or else get 
married again.” 

I think that did it. Curtis was so jealous 
that he couldn’t stand the thought of me 
with another man, even after he was dead 
and gone! 

At any rate, I finally got Curtis to go 
along with the plan. But despite our agree- 
ment. he had tried to keep me home that 
first night and I resented it. His attitude 
upset me so I was tense and preoccupied 
all through the first sessions and I real- 
ized that I’d never be able to learn any- 
thing unless I pulled myself together. I 
would have to free my mind of everything, 
including Curtis’s unreasonable attitude 
and constant picking at me. 

As I sat there thinking over the events 
of the day, trying to savor something of the 
freedom I had that evening, I suppose I 
should have given more thought to Curtis. 
Maybe I should have asked myself why he 
behaved as he did, what I could do to drive 
away the ridiculous fears that warped his 
mind. But I was too busy thinking of my- 
self. I was looking forward to new friend- 
ships and new experiences. I wanted to 
romp and run like a child who has been 
cooped up all day and finally turned loose 
outside. It never occurred to me that there 
was something wrong, that deep down in- 
side, my husband was sick... . 


HE EVENING CLASSES were large 

and made up of young people continu- 
ing their education and older folks who 
were there to fill in the empty places in 
their schooling and their lives. It was so 
wonderful to be able to be with people 
again. I felt like a castaway who has just 
been rescued from a desert island. Nearly 
all the students were serious about the 
classes and when we’d take time out for a 
cigarette or stop for coffee the conversa- 
tion was entirely innocent. Nothing went 
on that any reasonable man could object to. 

Yet, when I tried to share my new life 
with Curtis, it made him more surly and 
unpleasant than ever. I remember telling 
him about one man I met. a bus driver, who 
was taking ceramics just to keep from 
spending all his time at bars. Curtis 
grunted. 

“Maybe I ought to go to night school,” 
he remarked. “It sounds like a good place 
to meet a lot of bored housewives. Maybe 
it’s a welcome change from the bar flies 
he’s used to.” 

“Believe me, I’m the only bored house- 
wife there!” I flared. “Other women en- 
roll because their husbands work nights 
and are never home. I enrolled because 
mine is always home!” 

An ugly scowl crossed his face. “Maybe 
there’s another reason. It’s a nice safe way 
to meet other men and—” 
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You can't beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 


signed just for you. 


And it’s here every month in TAN. 
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so soft, shining... 
so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
too-curly hair look longer in 
Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
nake hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
a_ protective 


thin 


just 3 days! 


Long-Aid gives hair 


hield against dampness. . 

ep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria. . . 
clean-smelling. 
$1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


hair fresh, 


Keeps 


ONLY 


TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 


LONG-AID WHITE 
PRESSING COM- 
POUND — rich in 


- lanolin and olive 
or oil! Protects hair 
from dryness, burn- 

ing. Preserves press 

longer! Contains no 


stiff oils. 
ONLY 60c pilus tax. 


\ | plexion! Conceals 
i » ugly blotches, blem- 
j ishes while it 


. helps 


LONG-AID BLEACH 
AND GLOW—wakes 
, up dark, dull com- 


c 
a et ae €=bleaches. Guaran- 
tees lovelier, light- 
er skin. 


ONLY 75c plus tax. 





















LONG-AID HOT OIL 
TREATMENT—feeds 


: dry, oil-starved scalp 
} and hair with na 
+ ture-rich 


lanolin. 
Helps restore life, 
natural beauty. Use 
hot or cold. 

ONLY 60c plus tax 





LONG-AID SUL- 
PHUR—for abused. 
burned, itching 
scalp! Relieves scalp 
eczema, dandruff. 

- Gives hair new 
strength, elasticity. 
Makes scalp feel 
healthy, alive! 
ONLY $1.00. 








LONG-AID FLOW- 
ING HOT OlL—en- 
riched with Vitamin 
A and lanolin for 
glossier, healthier 
hair . . . condi- 


HoT on tioned from roots 
Sea —S sup. Protects against 


SR 
SST 


dryness. ONLY 


ems $1.00 plus tax. 











LONG-AID DAN- 
DRUFF REMOVER 
SHAMPOO—washes 
away dandruff! 
Lanolin-rich — 
leaves dry, oily- 
limp hair easy-to- 
manage, with new 
life and lustre. 
ONLY 69c. 
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$3.30 including tax. 
66c including tax. 
69¢ no tax. 


Name 


Address 


hide éutenneaenmnaadam 


Long-Aid White Pressing Compound 


Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Shampoo 


cluding tax. 


cluding tax. 


Long-Aid Co., Dept. 2-D P.O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
ase rush me Long-Aid products checked below, 
Long-Aid with K-7, Regular size $1.10 (1 Long-Aid Sulphur $1.00 no tax. 
including tax. () Large Economy size 


cash, check or money order enclosed. 


() Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment 66c in- 
(1 Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil $1.10 in- 


(0 Long-Aid Bleach and Glow 83c in- 


cluding tax. 


0 or send C.0.0. 
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“Yes! I do meet other men,” I shouted, 
“and they know how to treat a woman!” 

Curtis glared at me kind of evil, then 
took refuge in his paper. After that I never 
mentioned what happened at school. 

I suppose if Curtis had not been the way 
he was I wouldn’t have started my mild 
flirtation with the steno teacher, Jon Bates. 
But one night when I was feeling pretty 
low, Jon caught up with me as [I left the 
school building and suggested we have 
some coffee. 

Jon, like most West Indians, was differ- 
ent from most American men. Their almost 
old-fashioned chivalry and courteousness 
make a woman feel so special. Before we'd 
finished the first cup of coffee, I was telling 
Jon all about my unhappy marriage, pour- 
ing out all my fears and frustrations. 

“T can understand how your husband is 
very much in love with you, Annie.” Jon 
said in his clipped accents. “You are a 
very lovely woman. But why does he treat 
you the way he does? It’s almost as if— 
well. as if he wanted a harem.” 

“You mean a lot of women?” I shook my 
head vigorously. “Not Curtis. He doesn’t 
even look at other women.” 

Jon smiled. “The word ‘harem’ refers to 
both the women and to the secluded place 
where they are kept in Moslem countries,” 
he explained. “For some reason, your hus- 
band wants to keep you cut off from the 
rest of the world.” 

“But that’s crazy!” 

Crazy—I said it but I really didn’t mean 
it. Yet, after what happened later I began 
to wonder. I could sense something was 
wrong when I got home that night. I had 
spent about an hour with Jon, but it was 
barely eleven o’clock. Curtis tried to pre- 
tend indifference, but finally it came out. 
“Classes let out late tonight?” he asked 
casually. 

“No. I stopped for coffee,” I told him. 

“With the usual bunch?” 

“Well—yes.” I lied. deciding there was 
no point in starting a big argument. 

After a moment. Curtis said, “Maybe I 
ought to pick you up after school, Annie. 
It’s pretty late for a woman to be wander- 
ing around alone.” 

“No!” 

His lip curled contemptuously. “What's 
wrong, darling. Afraid I'll spoil your 
chances with your slick-haired boy friend?” 

I gasped in astonishment. “Curtis, you 
didn’t! You couldn’t stoop so low.” But I 
could tell from his expression that it was 
true. “You spied on me!” I was so angry 
I cried. “If you ever do a thing like that 
again—!” I lashed out at Curtis with such 
fury that he just sat there. 

“From now on, I’m through trying to live 
the way you want me to,” I told him coldly. 
“I’m through punching a time clock for 
you, asking to go out and explaining where 
I’ve been every minute of the day.” 

Curtis stared after me as I marched out 
of the room. And it was long afterward 
that I heard him tiptoe into the bedroom 
and sit on the side of the bed, chain- 
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smoking. I maintained my stony silence. 
Let him suffer, I told myself. If only I'd 
known how much he did suffer... . 


LIVED IT UP those next few weeks. 
| I went bowling and to the movies with 
the neighbors. I stayed out after school 
as long as I pleased, without thinking of 
what Curtis might say. It was all innocent 
fun of the kind I hadn’t enjoyed since I 
married Curtis. Oddly enough, Curtis 
didn’t blow his top again. Things between 
us were strained, but we both were extra 
polite with each other. 

Now that I think back, there were some 
nights when I had the uneasy feeling that 
Curtis had gotten home just before I did. 
But I wasn’t sure. Maybe he was learning 
to relax a little and was going out, not 
wanting me to know about it. I certainly 
hoped so. One thing I was positive of—he 
wasn’t spying on me. That once was 
enough. If it happened again—well, every- 
thing would be over for us. 

I spent a lot of time with Jon, and al- 
though I could tell that he was attracted to 
me, there was never anything between us. 
But I can’t deny that it pleased my femi- 
nine vanity to know that the good looking 
bachelor teacher was interested in me, One 
night after school Jon suggested going to 
a bar not far away. “I’m so fed up with 
coffee I splash when I walk,” he laughed. 
“There’s a new jazz combo at this place 
I'm anxious to hear. How about it, An- 
nie?” 

I hesitated only a moment. “All right,” 
Isaid. “But I can’t stay too long.” 

He looked at me. “Still the harem 
wife?” he asked. 

“Oh, no,” I told him confidently. “Curtis 
and I have worked that out. I don’t have 
anything like that to worry about any- 
more.” 

It was the first time in years that I’d 
been in a bar and longer than that since 
[ was out with a man other than Curtis. The 
music was wonderful and between all that 
and the drinks we had I was soon feeling 
wonderfully gay and carefree. When I 
thought about Curtis it was with regret 
that he and I couldn’t have such good times 
together. Nothing really wild, just being 
out where there were people and lights and 
music. 

I was having such a good time that I 
forgot how late it was growing. When I 
finally glanced at my watch and saw it was 
almost one o’clock, I jumped up. “I’ve got 
to run,” I said. “It was a wonderful eve- 
ning, Jon. I don’t know how to thank you.” 

He gazed at me steadily. “You don’t?” 
He reached out and caught my arm. “Stay 
a little longer, Annie.” 

I had no chance to answer. A shadowy 
figure leaped past me. I heard a woman 
scream. My heart rose up and choked me 
as I recognized Curtis, his face twisted with 
tage, as he grabbed Jon and pulled him up. 
Everything happened so quickly that I 
couldn’t follow the sequence of events. The 
huge. burly bouncer rushed up and there 


was a brief scuffle. Then the police came. 
A? THE precinct station, Jon refused to 

press charges but the tavern owner in- 
sisted Curtis be held. It was awful. It was 
the first time either Curtis or I had been 
involved with the police. It was a horrible 
experience. 

The next morning I learned from Mrs. 
Hammond that every night I was out Cur- 
tis would leave the house and then return 
minutes before I was in. She said the way 
he was always slipping around made her 
think he was trying to hide something. For 
the first time I realized that far from ad- 
justing to the new situation, Curtis spent 
even more time spying on me. 

When I got a lawyer for Curtis I was 
lucky enough to get one who was interested 
in more than the legal aspects of the case. 

“There’s no doubt that with his excel- 
lent record I can get him off, Mrs. Ran- 
dall,” the lawyer told me. “But what wor- 
ries me is why your husband acted as he 
did. Maybe you’d better talk to a doctor 
about him.” 

I had always thought of psychiatrists as 
men with beards who made you lie on a 
couch and talk, then charged you $50 an 
hour. But in our city there was a clinic 
for those who couldn’t afford private treat- 
ment. The doctor there agreed to work 
with Curtis. It was he who dug out the 
painful past that had twisted Curtis into 
his present unbearable personality. 

Curtis revealed that his happy childhood 
had been cruelly shattered one day when 
his father 
mother in the arms of another man. Curtis’ 
father had shot and killed them both, then 
fled. Curtis was taken to an orphan home, 


came home and discovered his 


then reared by foster parents who tried to 
bring some happiness into his life. 

But the scar of the horrible tragedy never 
completely healed. “That’s why he tried 
to keep you shut up inside the home.” the 
doctor explained. “He hoped that way to 
prevent the same thing that ruined his par- 
ents’ life. But not all the fault is his.” 

He went on to point out where I had 
made mistakes. He showed me how I had 
often quarreled with Curtis, who couldn’t 
really fight back because of his twisted out- 
look on life. I saw then that I should have 
sought help for Curtis long ago instead of 
waiting for a near-tragedy to develop. But 
I thanked God it was not too late. 

Working with both of us, the doctor 
showed us how to work out our differences. 
Curtis would have to learn to respect my 
desire for outside entertainment, and I had 
to give a little. too. Now that I understand 
Curtis, it is much easier for me to put up 
with his peculiarities, which with the doc- 
tor’s help are gradually disappearing. 

Curtis has made wonderful progress. So 
have I. For I know now that psychiatric 
help is not something for the pampered 
rich alone. Poor people, too, have prob- 
lems that affect their mental attitude and 
can only be solved with the help of skilled 
THE END 
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We Lived In Hell 


(Continued from Page 33) 


early with Barbara, but I didn’t go to sleep. 
| heard Daddy come in around midnight, 
and when the bedroom door closed, I tensed 
all over, waiting for the quarrel to start. 
But it didn’t, there wasn’t a sound. The 
silence engulfed me like a fog. In a way 
[ felt it was more terrible than the curses 
and the crying. 

I forced myself to stay awake till I was 
sure they were both asleep and then I 
crawled from under the covers, cautiously 
reaching for my flashlight and the two 
gaily wrapped packages. I had planned 
this for a long time, hoarding every cent 
[ could spare from my allowance and lunch 
money, and I had searched the stores, try- 
ing to decide what to buy for the two peo- 
ple I loved best, next to Barbara. I finally 
settled on a pink scarf with beads on it 
for Mama and a pair of soft argyle socks 
for Daddy. I had the saleslady wrap them 
and I wrote tags which said: “To Hazel 
from Ed” and “To Ed from Hazel.” I 
didn’t think about anything except that 
Christmas was a very special family day 
and | couldn’t stand it if my parents didn’t 
find presents from each other under the 
tree! 

Tiptoeing past their bedroom, I turned 
on the flashlight at the tree. There were 
lots of gifts there and I looked at the tag 
on every one. Nowhere in the heap was 
there a gift from my parents to each other. 
I was glad then that I’d thought to buy 
those presents. I left them and went hap- 
pily back to bed. 

Barbara got us up early, and we had our 
stockings while we ate breakfast. Mama 
had her shoulder-length black hair tied 
back with a red ribbon and wore a short 
red housecoat. I looked at Daddy to see if 
he noticed how nice she looked, but he 
was drinking a third cup of coffee and 
smoking and not paying attention to any- 
body. 

We went in to the tree, and Barbara 
ind I opened some of our gifts—and all the 
time I was so excited about the two pack- 
ages under the tree I could hardly pay 
attention to my own things. I had hoped 
that they would find the gifts themselves, 
but they sat down at opposite ends of the 
room and didn’t go near the tree. Finally, 
[ could stand it no longer. I took the gifts 
and laid them in their laps. 

Mama’s expression did not change as 
she opened hers first. “What’s this, Ed?” 
Her voice was hard and biting. “A bar- 
gain basement scarf to show me how you 
fee] about me?” 

Daddy held up the socks. “I wouldn’t 
take the bother,” he spat back. “This 
your idea of a joke or something?” The 
funny silence in the room crept around 
me like a stifling fog and then Mama 
turned to me, “Phyllis! Did you—” 
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I hung my head, burning with a shame 
I didn’t understand. The presents hadn’t 
helped. My parents still hated each other. 

Daddy looked miserable. “Well, now, 
honey, that was a thoughtful thing for you 
to do,” and it hurt me the way he tried 
to sound pleased. “But old hands like 
your mother and me don’t need presents 
and things. Christmas is for kids like you 
and Barbara.” 

Mama bounced up and slammed the 
scarf on the floor and the beads I thought 
were so beautiful on it rolled helter-skelter 
over the floor. 

“Hush! Hush, you hear?” she screamed. 
“Joyce is twelve years old and she knows 
that all men aren’t like you—self-centered, 
thinking about not another soul but them- 
selves. She knows there are some men who 
are good and kind fathers—attentive fath- 
ers—and loving husbands!” 

“Oh yeah?” shouted Daddy in a thunder- 
ous roar that seemed to rock the big Christ- 
mas tree. “What does she know of this? 
That some women deserve to be loved and 
respected—and others don’t!” His eyes 
were blazing, and somehow he didn’t look 
like my Daddy anymore. 

“Damn you!” she sobbed wildly and 
walked shamefacedly out of the room. Then 
I heard the bedroom door slam behind her. 
Dad rushed off behind her and this time 
the bedroom door crashed shut. 

“Phyllis,” Barbara whimpered 
“T’m scared!” 

Drawing her close to me. I said, “Noth- 
ing at all to be scared about, honey. Gosh, 
it’s Christmas, isn’t it? Bring your doll and 
the little stroller and we'll see how she 
looks in her new doll house.” I tried to 
keep the tremble out of my voice. 

We began playing and I got her mind 
off what was happening behind the closed 
doors of the bedroom. I talked rather 
loudly so we wouldn’t hear the familiar 
noises—Daddy’s voice booming angrily 
and Mama shouting until she seemed to 
cry simply from despair. Before long, 
Daddy clobbered down the hall and 
slammed out of the house without even 
looking our way. 

Barb looked worried, so I said he’d prob- 
ably gone out for cigarettes. In a way, I 
was glad he had gone. Now we could have 
a peaceful, happy Christmas together, just 
the three of us. When I heard Mama com- 
ing, I grabbed Barbara’s hand and we ran 
toward her, anxious to thank her for the 
presents. 

She was dressed in a suit and her nice 
coat. She stopped in the living room door- 
way and looked at us, a funny expression 
in her eyes. 

“You aren’t going out, are you Mama?” 
I couldn’t keep the sobs from my voice. 
“But—but it’s Christmas, Mama!” 

She started out the door and talked as 


sadly, 


she’walked. “I—I’m sorry children, really 
I am. But I have to get away. Take Bar. 
bara and go over to Aunt Jessie’s for 
Christmas dinner, Phyllis. You know hoy 
she always wants you all to come over.” 

She closed the door quickly behind her, 
and I turned to face Barb, determined not 
to cry. 

“We're by ourselves,” she said sadly, 
and her nose quivered. 

It took all my might to force a smile, 
“Sure, isn’t it wonderful? Now we can do 
just what we want all day,” I said. “Mama 
didn’t say we had to go to Aunt Jessie’s, 
We don’t have to straighten up our room 
or make our beds or eat a real dinner oy 
anything. We can just play and play and 
play!” 

Barbara didn’t seem convinced. “Do 
other mamas and daddies go off and leave 
their little girls on Christmas?” she asked, 

I didn’t have an answer. The truth would 
make her cry. 

I told her to bring any of her old stuf 
she wanted to play with into the living 
room and we would play around the tree, 
Mama always made her keep it in ou 
room. 

“Ohhh, Mama will be mad, won’t she?” 
Barbara asked. 

“T don’t care. I don’t care at all whether 
she’s happy or mad,” I said. I meant it, 
too. Until that day I'd been a small girl, 
loving my parents, trusting them and hop. 
ing that somehow they would start loving 
each other. I loved them yet, but I was 
resentful and bitter. . . 

The day seemed awfully long, but Bar. 
bara was happy, and that was all that mat- 
tered. When I gathered up the tissue paper 
to burn in the fireplace, I picked up Ma- 
ma’s scarf and dropped it into the flames. 
I lied to Barbara and told her that it was 
no good without the beads, and when she 
was engrossed with her dolls, I tossed Dad- 
dy’s socks into the hottest part of the fire. 
I watched them burn slowly, the wool 
shriveling and blackening. I knew then 
that you can feel it when your heart breaks, 
but I felt satisfied, in a way, in destroying 
the gifts. I had learned that you can want 
to hurt those you love. 

I heard Mama come in after we had gone 
to bed. When she opened our door and 
said softly, “Phyllis, you asleep? Every- 
thing all right?” I didn’t answer. I cried 
myself to sleep that night. 


T BREAKFAST the next morning, Dad- 

dy was red-eyed and Mama was silent. 

When she found out we didn’t go to Aunt 
Jessie’s she looked at me questioningly. 

“You didn’t go—but I told you to!” 

“You did what you wanted to, Daddy did 
what he wanted to, so Barbara and I did 
what we wanted to, too.” 

My voice was defiant and I’d_ never 
spoken to Mama that way. She looked 
at me shocked, then turned to Daddy. “Ed,” 
she started. 

“Now let’s be nice at the table,” he said 
rather distractedly, rubbing his hand over 
his head as if it pained him. “The day was 
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a flop for everybody, and if the kids didn’t 
feel like going over to Jessie’s, I don’t see 
why they had to. Say, where are those 
socks, Phyllis?” he smiled. “I think Pll 
wear ’em today.” 

“They're in 
them.” 

“You what?” he had a stupid expression 
on his face. 

Mama went into the living room, came 
out slowly and announced: “You burned 
my scarf, too.” She held some of the black- 
ened pearls in her hand. 

“What if I did?” My voice sounded 
funny because I was trying not to cry. 

“If you didn’t want me to have them—” 
Viama’s voice trailed away, hurt. 

The knowledge that I had hurt Mama 
and Daddy disturbed me, but I tried to 
appear nonchalant as I put sugar and milk 
on Barbara’s cereal. The room was very 
quiet and when Daddy struck a match, I 
almost jumped from the table. The anger 
was building up between them, I tensed, 
waiting for it and the toast in my mouth 
refused to be forced down. 

Daddy started it. “What kind of a mother 
are you. anyway? Going off leaving two 
little kids alone on Christmas Day?” 

[ stared at my plate as if hypnotized. I 
didn’t want to see the hard looks on their 
taces. 

She said, “What about you? This thing 
works both ways you know. They’re your 
children, too.” 

“T’m not so sure,” he said, and his voice 
sounded real strange. 

“Why, you dirty-minded—” she yelled. 

“T’ve got my reasons for saying it,” Dad- 
dy said softly and bitingly. 

“Hush—Hush your rotten mouth!” Ma- 
ma screamed at him. 

Barbara made a gagging sound and 
erabbed wildly for me. I could tell by the 
She was about to be sick. I rushed 
her to the bathroom and held her head. 
\fter washing her head with cold water, 
[ talked soothingly to her. She was shiver- 
ing, but her forehead was blazing to my 
touch. I put her back to bed and Mama 
came in, looking drained, and said maybe 
Barbara was coming down with a virus. 
Maybe she thought that, but I knew why 
she got sick that way. I felt sick some- 
times, too, when Mama and Daddy started 
tearing each other apart. 


I burned 


the fireplace. 


signs. 


THE happy times for us were the sum- 

mers, when Mama, Barbara and I al- 
ways spent a couple of months with Grand- 
ma Hardin, who lived in the eastern part 
of the state. Back in her girlhood home, 
Mama relaxed and talked a lot like a dif- 
ferent person, almost. Barbara grew plump 
and happy. Grandma Hardin made 
brownies, Barbara’s favorite cookie, and we 
sat on the back porch and ate them and 
drank lemonade. I felt during those months 
the way I imagined Juanita Brent felt all 
the time—loved and secure. But the days 
were always over too soon. Home meant 
the same old unhappiness. Barbara cried 
to stay with her. 


56 





My parents went out to parties together, 
and they sometimes had friends in for 
cards. They were nice to each other then, 
and I’d wonder why they couldn’t always 
be that way. We all went to church to- 
gether, and it was a long time before I 
noticed that Barbara or I always sat be- 
tween them. Finally, I realized that they 
were just putting up a front for the town. 

I began despising them for pretending. 
They couldn’t fool people, anyway. It was 
a small town, and everybody knew that 
they didn’t get along. I felt self-conscious, 
and suspected that the other kids were 
talking about my folk, whenever I saw a 
group whispering together. It got worse 
when Barbara got big enough to notice too. 
One day she met me crying: 

“Juanita said my Mama and Daddy fight 
like dawgs’n’cats!” She flung her arms 
around my neck and continued. “Every- 
body laughed and made noises like a dog 
fight,” she sobbed. 

“Don’t you mind,” I said with a reas- 
surance I didn’t feel. “Everybody’s parents 
fight sometime.” 

“But ours fight all the time!” Barbara 
pulled away and looked up at me with 
accusing eyes. “Why can’t our parents be 
like other people’s?” 

I realized that Barbara was no longer a 
child to be protected. I couldn’t shield her 
from the truth any more. She was twelve 
now and I couldn’t kid her into believing 
that everybody lived the way we did. 

“Stop worrying, honey.” I said soothing- 
ly. “We can’t do anything about Mama 
and Daddy, but we’ve got each other. We'll 
stick together and when I’m old enough to 
leave home, you can come and live with 
me.” 

Barbara’s countenance broke into a 
smile. “Oh, Phyllis, can 1? I'll help take 
care of your husband and babies.” 

“You won’t have to do that. There won’t 
be any husband,” I said firmly. “I’m not 
ever going to get married. There'll just 
be the two of us. We don’t need anybody 
else.” 

I meant what I said, too, I didn’t intend 
to take the chance that it might turn out 
as my folks’ marriage had. Boys asked 
me for dates, but I refused. When Mama 
asked why I didn’t want to go out, I told 
her I just wasn’t interested. 

“But why? People will think it’s strange 
if you don’t go out like the other girls 
your age do.” 

“T don’t care about what people think!” 
I said. 

I was trapped in a home where all that 
was considered was what people thought— 
other people. It wasn’t a home, really, just 
a house—split in two by hate. That’s why 
I was unwilling to make friends. That’s 
why Barb was getting low grades in con- 
duct. But I didn’t say these things to my 
mother. I just couldn’t. But I wanted to. 

Where Daddy was always quarreling 
with mother, he was aloof with Barbara 
and me. About the only time I can recall 
him taking any time with me was when 
he let me apply for a learner’s permit just 


after my sixteenth birthday and gave me 
a few hasty driving lessons. 


Now THAT I was sixteen and knew 
more about why married people didn’t 
get along, I couldn’t help wondering if 
“other men” and “other women” were the 
reasons Mama and Daddy fussed so much, 
It suddenly became terribly important to 
me to know why they had stopped loving 
each other. I began to spy on them. | 
listened to phone calls and watched the 
mail. When they had a fight, I didn’t close 
my door and stuff my fingers in my ears 
any more. Now, I sneaked into the bath. 
room where I could hear what they said. 

Once a man called and dropped the 
phone in the cradle as soon as he heard 
my voice. I brooded over that. And when 
I was getting the laundry ready and found 
lipstick on one of Daddy’s handkerchiefs, 
I was certain it wasn’t Mama’s. People 
who hate each other don’t kiss. 

I became so intent upon spying that | 
began neglecting Barbara. She was thir 
teen now and had friends of her own. | 
didn’t know they weren’t the right kind 
until her teacher called me in one day 
after school and told me Barbara had been 
cutting school, going to movies in the 
afternoon. She had brought excuses, typed 
and not signed by Mama. 

Pve failed, I thought, as I stared at the 
excuses. I had tried to give her love, to 
make up for the way our parents had failed 
us. Id tried to give her love and some feel- 
ing of security. I’d tried... . 

Miss Young told me not to be upset. 
that she felt the root of Barbara’s trouble 
lay in her friendship with a girl a year 
behind in school, who was older and more 
worldly than the others. 

“Will my parents have to know? I think 
I can talk to Barbara and straighten her 
out,” I pleaded. 

“Tl leave it up to you,” Miss Young 
said. “You’re sixteen now, and grown up 
for your age. If you can take care of it, it 
will be all right with me.” 

But Barbara wouldn’t listen. She said 
she hated school and Miss Young was a de- 
ceitful old bag. 

I put my arms around her. “But you're 
only thirteen, and you’ve got a long time 
to go to school yet. Don’t you want Mama 
and Daddy to be proud of you?” 

She looked at me indifferently. I couldn’t 
get her to say she was sorry, nor to say 
she wouldn’t have anything to do with the 
girl, Betty Brown. 


T WASN’T MORE than three weeks later 

that Miss Prosser called me again to tell 
me Barbara had been caught stealing from 
the other girls’ lockers. Things like pencils 
and a fountain pen. 

“The things weren’t valuable,” Miss 
Young said, “but that’s not the point. Steal- 
ing is lots more serious than playing 
hookey. I talked to a psychiatrist I know, 
and he thinks Barbara’s character is de- 
teriorating because she’s unhappy. Life 
has hurt her and she’s trying to strike 
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pack.” His voice was kind and solicitous. 
It was evident she knew the kind of home 
we lived in. “In the case of a child as 
young as Barbara, it is usually the parents 
she’s trying to hurt by scandalous con- 
duct.” 

The realization of what she was telling 
me hit suddenly and with terrible finality. 
My little sister—a thief! I envisioned re- 
form schools and lashings and high fences 
and prisons and women keepers with hard 
faces. It was a hazy. horrid picture. 

Her voice seemed to float back to me 
from far away. “Please tell your parents 
to come to see me tomorrow after school. 
The psychiatrist I mentioned is coming too. 
Barbara must be helped now.” 

I nodded stupidly and walked from her 
room like a robot. It was fifteen minutes 
later when I realized I was walking from— 
not toward—my home. It had begun rain- 
ing, and I didn’t know that for a long time. 

As I started back toward home, I walked 
rapidly, tying a rain scarf I carried in my 
pocket about my short-cropped hair cut. 
[ was almost blind with rage against my 
parents for pushing Barbara to this point. 
They should be punished, not her. I 
thought. 

When I walked into my 
was talking to Daddy in the kitchen. 

“You’re the one bucking for a promotion 
at the office. I’m giving this dinner party 
more for you than myself, at least you can 
get the chairs and dust them off for me.” 
Mama was saying. 

“Stop your damn whining, woman,” he 
screamed, 

“I don’t know where Phyllis or Barbara 
are. They should be here, but since they 
aren’t, you could lay out the silver. too. 
This dinner is for you!” 

“Go to the devil.” he said. He said it in 
an awful way. like he was tired and sick 
of her instead of angry. 

I stepped inside the kitchen. 
Phyllis, youll catch your death of cold, 
dripping like that. And you just had your 
hair done. too.” she said. “Go dry it around 
the edges and come help me with the din- 
ner.” 

I didn’t pay any attention to her; all I 
could think of was Barbara. ““There’s some- 
thing I’ve got to tell you now—about Bar- 
bara.” 

“After while,” 
toward the door. 

I wouldn’t move. “Now. I’ 
you something important.” 

“What's the matter with you? Don’t you 
know we have eight couples coming to our 
anniversary dinner tonight? And you want 
me to listen to some nonsense about Bar- 
bara. It can wait till tomorrow.” 

“That’s right.” Daddy said. “Run along. 
The guests are due in half an hour.” 

I stared in stark hatred. It was unbe- 
lievable. They were so determined to keep 
up that front that nothing mattered—not 
even their children’s happiness. It seemed 
at that moment all of my childhood love 
vanished into nothingness and the vacuum 
was filled with venom and scorn and con- 
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tempt. My parents were phonies from the 
core! I longed to hurt them—the liars and 
cheats! 

“What have you got to celebrate?” I 
shouted suddenly. “Seventeen years of 
fighting? You’re not kidding anybody at 
all. These people who’re coming to your 
all important party tonight—they know 
about your real feelings toward each other. 
They'll go away laughing behind your 
backs!” I sobbed wildly. 

“Phyllis!” Mama gasped. “Why are you 
talking this way?” Daddy scowled and 
looked ferocious, but I wasn’t afraid of 
either of them. 

“T’ll tell you why,” I said. “Because of 
Barbara! She can’t stand the way we 
live any longer. Hearing nothing but fight- 
ing and shouting. It’s driving her to do 
horrible things. At first she cut school, and 
now she’s stealing! It’s your fault, your 
fault, do you hear?” I shouted. “Every 
bit of it.” 


fOLD THE WHOLE STORY about Bar- 

bara’s trouble. They looked frightened 
and Mama’s eyes seemed far back in her 
head. 

Daddy shook his head sadly. “We stayed 
together for your sake, Phyllis, and for 
Barbara’s. We didn’t want you brought 
up in a broken home.” 

“That’s right,” Mama said, and her voice 
broke in the middle of her two-word sen- 
tence. 

‘We haven’t stayed married because we 
wanted to. We’ve made the best of things 
for you and Barbara,” Daddy said. 

| looked at them sadly, and I was laugh- 
ing hysterically as the tears trickled down 
my cheeks because I could see through 
them. It is terrible seeing through your 
parents at the tender age of sixteen. I 
knew they were trying to fool me—the way 
they tried to fool everybody else, but I 
wasn’t being taken in this time. 

“T'll tell you why you’ve stayed married 

if you can call it that. Because between 
you you haven’t got enough guts to get a 
divorce. You're too scared of what people 
will think if you got a divorce. Maybe 
Daddy wouldn’t be moving up so rapidly 
at the insurance company. Maybe you— 
\lama—would have to go to work every day 
and help support us. That’s why you stayed 
together, not because of Barbara and me. 
Our happiness? You didn’t even think 
about it. If you had, you would have split 
up long ago. What kind of a home is it 
when the parents hate each other? What 
kind of family is that to belong to? I’ve 
been ashamed of you ever since I can re- 
member.” 

The silence pulsated in my ears, my 
words seemed to echo over and over. Final- 
ly Mama looked blankly at Daddy. “Ed, 
be a man for once. Face it. It goes back 
to what you did to me when I was a green 
kid ot 7. 

“You were eighteen and you didn’t have 
to be forced,” he said, lighting the ciga- 


-o 


JO 


rette which was always hanging from his 
lips, and his eyes glittered through the 
smoke. 

“All right, I admit it.” They were talk- 
ing as if they had forgotten EF was there. 
“TI was a fool—I loved you so much I gave 
you everything. I thought you loved me 
too.” 

“T did,” Daddy said. “I didn’t much 
want to get married, but I loved you. Why 
did you have to start cheating? You and 
that Raymond! Remember how tight you 
were with Raymond and his wife? Too 
damn tight!” The veins on his broad. gin- 
gerbread-colored forehead bulged. “And 
then Phyllis was born—that gave me plenty 
to think about,” he said. 

Mama looked at him as though he was 
a piece of dirt. “I ought to kill you with 
my bare hands. If I was big enough and 
thought I could get away with it, I would.” 
she said. “You did your best to drive me 
to other men all these years.” 

The revulsion that had been building up 
within me ripped me apart. 

“What are you talking about?” I asked. 

“Nothing that concerns you, Phyllis.” 
Daddy said curtly. “This is between your 
mother and me.” 

“Phyllis is sixteen. She is old enough to 
know what happened to me when I wasn’t 
much older than—” 

Daddy cut in. “Don’t you have a bit of 
pride left, Hazel?” 

“What would you know about pride and 
decency?” she said. “I was eighteen when 
I met your father and fell in love with 
him,” she was talking to me but looking 
at Daddy. “He—he seduced me, and I 
became pregnant. He left town on a trip. 
and I waited for him to come back. I 
suffered while I waited. Finally my father 
went after him. We were married then. 
secretly, so we could say we were married 
earlier. It was really only five months 
when—” 

“When I came in and messed up the 
works?” I cried. “Is that what you’re say- 
ing? You got married because of me? 
Well, I wish that you hadn’t!” 

Daddy aroused from his stupor. “How 
did I know? If you were that way with me, 
you might have been that way with some- 
one else, too,” he said to mother, paying no 
attention to what I said. 

“TI hate you,” I cried. “I wish I’d never 
been born. I do, I do,” I screamed as I ran 
from the house. 

Mama called to Daddy, “Don’t you go 
out of here after her and leave me with 
those people coming any minute.” 

The back door crashed behind me and I 
almost fell over Barbara huddled on the 
step, the overhanging roof shielding her 
from the rain. 

“What are you doing out here in this 
weather?” 

She struggled to her feet, the light from 
the window outlining her pretty, heart- 
shaped face. “I was scared to come in. Did 
you tell them?” 


“I promised Miss Young. I had to.” 

“What did they say?” 

“They got to fighting and screaming 
about something else, and they forgot all 
about you,” I said bitterly. 


Barbara instinctively pushed close 
against me for comfort. I put my arm 
around her shoulders and whispered my 
plan. “Look, I can’t stay around here an. 
other minute,” I said. “I’m going to run 
away and stay with Grandma Hardin.” 

“You’ve got to take me with you.” Bar. 
bara begged. “Please. I won’t stay here 
without you. [ll run away by myself and 
something bad will probably happen to 
me!” 

I hesitated. “I don’t know—” 

“You'll be sorry when something terrible 
happens to me.” she said, near hysteria. 

“All right.” 

I hurried her down the steps to the 
garage. praying Daddy had left the keys 
in the car as he did sometime. I had a 
learner’s permit, and I was sure that if | 
drove slowly I would make it to Grandma 
Hardin’s. in the eastern part of the state. 
I started the car and backed into the alley 
without turning on the lights. 


WE LEFT TOWN and took the highway 
going east. I knew the road from driv- 
ing over it every summer. The rain slacked 
almost to a drizzle and I was relieved. until 
I realized it was freezing as it fell. coating 
the windshield of the car and the highway. 
Barbara giggled, happy and safe because 
we were together. She couldn’t conceive of 
anything happening to her as long as she 
was with me. “This is fun. isn’t it. Phyl- 
lis? Like the show. almost.” 

All at once, I felt the back wheels skid. 
and a wave of panic sprang within me. | 
didn’t know anything about driving in bad 
weather. We seemed to be the only car 
on the road. The highway was an unrelent- 
ing roll of ice now. I looked hard for a 
place to turn off. I was so intent in find- 
ing somewhere to pull over that I didn’t 
see the curve till we were on it. The car 
went into a wild skid. I tried to keep it on 
the road. When Barbara screamed, | 
erabbed her and at the same time heard 
the crash. The last thing I remembered 
was the pain of the pressure of the steer- 
ing wheel in my middle and the teet-teet- 
teet of the sleet pounding the windshield. 


HEN I WOKE UP in a hospital room 

some days later. I found that Barbara’s 
funeral had already been held. In my 
semi-conscious condition, I had gathered. 
somehow, that she had been killed. My 
parents came to see me and I screamed 
until the doctor made them leave. 

I was kept under sedatives much of the 
time and the next few days after my folk 
came were like a dream. Grandma Hardin 
came for the funeral; she was the only one 
I would talk to. 

It seemed impossible that my little Bar- 
bara was gone forever. She never had 4 
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chance, really, this thought is what plagued 
Having been sprayed with my 
parents’ venom for thirteen years, she had 
never known lasting love. My efforts at 
protecting and making up to her helped, 
hut they were not enough. Now she was 
dead, and in a way, by my own hand. I 
woke up night after night, remembering 
her terrifying scream as she was flung onto 
the highway where they found her. 
Grandma Hardin talked soothingly to 
me, telling me Barbara was happy and at 
peace at last. She wouldn’t want to have 
any guilt feelings, she said. I stayed in the 
hospital several weeks, suffering mostly 
from shock. With Barbara gone, I felt I 
had lost everything. 

Then one day I woke up feeling different- 
ly. The grief in my heart for Barbara was 


me most. 


very real, but I wanted to leave the hos- 


pital, my parents, and my way of life. 
Grandma Hardin said I could live with 
her if Mama and Daddy consented. They 
bore the marks of suffering as they came 
uneasily in my room. Mama, always slen- 
der, had lost weight. Daddy’s eyes seemed 
to be sunk far back into his head. I didn’t 
feel anything toward them—no love: or 


warmth. 
“Don’t blame yourself for the accident. 


Phyllis, it wasn’t your fault,” she said 
quietly. 

“Do you know who I blame? You. You 
and Daddy,” 1 said. 

Her eyes grew misty with tears. “How 


can you say such things? We loved you 
both very much.” 

In their way. I guess they did. It is very 
dificult to completely kill a child’s love 
for his parents. In spite of my bitterness, 
[felt a surge of pity. They had ruined each 
other’s lives, and now they had lost what 
they thought they were trying to save in 
the process—their children. But I knew I 
could never live with them again. Daddy’s 
pleadings and Mama’s tears did not change 
my decision. 

They split up when I went to live with 
Grandma. Both of them have since remar- 
ried, and Mama moved Northwest with her 
new husband. I write them, but there is no 
love or closeness, and I don’t pretend. 

I'm twenty-three now and working in a 
large southern city. I date often, and I 
hope someday to marry and have a family. 
Grandma Hardin’s love helped erase some 
of the bitterness and hate, and guilt feel- 
ings about Barbara. I know now that all 
marriages do not have to be like my own 
folks, consumed in a sea of suspicion, 
jealousy and hate. 

They didn’t have the unselfishness and 
understanding that would have helped 
them to find happiness together. They 
stayed together “for our sake,” but the 
oly house which is a happy home to a 
child is one filled with love. 

My parents learned this too late, and at 
ihe terrible price of the life of one of their 
children. THE END 
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I Was A Fool To Care 


(Continued from Page 27) 


Ray grinned, running his hand through 
his hair. “I honestly don’t know yet,” he 
aid. “What do you guys think?” 

He meant me, too. I was a “guy” when 
e had our discussions. There were mostly 
1urmurs of, “Whatever you think best, 

Ray.” Sammy was obviously excited. 

Vax drawled, “Guess I never thought 

uch about leaving Oakhurst.” 

Ray asked, “What do you think, Con- 

“It sounds exciting to me,” I said, “like 
mmething you dream about. What do you 

int to do, Ray?” 

“You know what I’d like to do,” he an- 
ered, “but I haven’t even had a chance 
» discuss this with my wife yet. I’m afraid 
irginia still thinks of my playing as some- 
ting I'll get over some day. It does sound 
ke a good chance to me, though.” 

\ll of us knew Virginia, and how she 
lt about Ray’s music. She had taught 


? 


school before they were married. and had 
her own ideas of what was “frivolous” for 
herself. for Ray, and their little girl, Ra- 
mona. Virginia was slim, cool, lovely, re- 
served. Talk about opposites attracting! 
And Ray had never been able to sell her 
on his music. 

Nobody said anything for a few uncom- 
fortable moments. 

Then Ray said quickly. “Well. let’s get 
to work. We've got some people here in 
Oakhurst to play for tonight.” 

That was quite a rehearsal. I guess we 
all outdid ourselves, warmed as we were 
by the glow of success. It turned into a 
real jam session. The people who came to 
the Golden Horn. the club near the out- 
skirts of town where we played every 
Thursday, Friday and Saturday evenings, 
never heard anything quite like that. While 
the boys were doing an instrumental, I 
watched Ray, his eyes half closed, little 
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droplets of perspiration gleamins on ¥ 
smooth, brown skin. Ray was sure boy 
to make music. aste. 
“Okay, you guys,” Max said af we 
awhile, dropping his brushes and stand) = ( 
ing up to stretch, “this is real groovy | L- 
know, but I’ve got to get on home. J, =. 
wife likes dinner on time, and we're py, Z 
ing it here.” aewe 
He looked at his watch. Time had sp Jus 
of gotten away from us. It was after a - ys 
and Sammy’s mother had been making gy. hal “ 
thoritative and suggestive noises jn the ae 
kitchen upstairs for quite some time. ‘ h 
“Right!” Ray said. “Let’s leave it hep |* = 
for now.” hadn 
He was the leader, but we had a wo. = 
derful sort of cooperation, in which we gl “ 1 
spoke our piece, and had a hand in. Ma BE 
was the practical one. He had to be. hal .; a 
cause Sammy and I never knew when ty uishe 
stop. Ray and Max gathered their instr. 
ments together. 
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*"LL DROP YOU at to me 
Connie,” Ray said. farm | 
We all left Sammy’s in a confusion of} after 
instruments, music, and sweet-hot sound’ Carrie 
still in the air. Ray’s car was four year} —not 
old. and he often said he needed a ney about 
one. Max had a new car. He was the only! |iken 


your apartment, 





one of us working a full time job, and was} Aji 
only able to make Thursday’s rehearsal} to me 
because that day was his day off. | her ¢ 

Ray and I said “so long” to Max and yoice 


climbed into Ray’s car after T had helped | to be 


him put the guitar and amplifier in th! and 1 
back. We rode along in companionabk} dim. 
silence. There were many times words} wond 
weren't necessary between Ray and me.) me be 


and this was one of them. Singing withf Da 





the group. ’'d managed to keep in check} my si 
the strong physical attraction I felt toward] convi 
him. Ray and Virginia were a couple oi! anyth 


years ahead of me in high school. but even | Su 


then I'd sort of hero-worshipped him. Then. of rei 
when they finished, Ray went to the wars.) starve 
and Virginia to Teachers College. When! time 
he returned, they married. It was only? [dn 
recently we had discovered. accidentally.) from 
that I had a “voice’—Ray said. a low.) [had 


utterly crazy, crusty sound that no one } 


would believe came out of me. p* 
“You were great today, Connie.” he said on 
easily, after we’d driven along for awhile.} on o 
“but then, you always are.” him i 
“Thanks, Ray.” I said, and then, with} “Y 





more truth than flippancy, “I’ve got a good | his ¢ 
leader.” pract 

When we got to my apartment building | “Y 
I said, “So long. See you tonight.” and | 

“Okay, Connie.” he answered, flashing | me, ; 
that so-wonderful smile that said every: | white 
thing was all right, “I'll pick you up a} and | 


9:30.” a 


I got out of the car, walked across the | him, 
sidewalk and up the steps—floated would | youn 
be a better word. Connie, Connie, I told | wrap 
myself, back down to earth, please! This | him « 


will never do. In 


There were only six apartments in my | does: 
building, and of course, I would be third | she ¢ 
floor. I thought. eyeing the steps with dis | not | 


helie 





ing on 
sure p 


said af 


hi 

mB aste. 1 was about halfway to the next 
landing, When Mrs. Harris, the landlady, 

te suck her head out of her door and called, 


and stan «9h, Connie, that you?” 
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She knew who it was, I was quite certain. 

“Yes, Mrs. Harris. How are you?” I 
answered. 

“Just fine. dear, just wanted to tell you 
that Jack Taylor was by to see you about 
half an hour ago. Said to tell you he’d call 


” 

Thanks, Mrs. Harris,” I said, and with 
a sigh resumed the steps. Jack Taylor—I 
hadn't seen him in weeks. This singing job 
with the quartet had made some crazy in- 
roads into my social life—into all of my 
life, I decided as I reached the third floor. 

My apartment was small, quietly fur- 
nished, and suited my needs and budget. 
[had lived here ever since moving to the 
"| city from Dad’s and my stepmother’s farm, 
about fourteen miles from the city. Carrie. 
| my stepmother, had always been very good 
-f to me, but I could not share her love for 
farm life. She and Dad had married a year 





fusion off after my mother died when I was five. 
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Carrie was a good, plain woman, and kind 
—not like so many stepmothers you read 
about. But she just wasn’t my lovely, fairy- 
like mother. 

All through my childhood I hugged close 
to me every memory of my real mother— 
| her gay laughter. her small hands, her 
' voice like an angel. Mother had wanted 
) to be a concert singer, Dad once told me, 
and when all other memory of her was 
dim, I still could hear her voice. I often 
wondered what she’d think if she heard 
me belting out rock ’n’ roll and blues. 

Dad hadn’t been too fond of the idea of 

my singing with the quartet, even when I 
convinced him we did more ballads than 
anything else. 
Suddenly, human wants took the place 
of reminiscing. and I realized I was quite 
starved. This evening would be just the 
time for that thick steak in the freezer, and 
I'd need the energy for that steady pull 
from ten until two. I glanced at the clock. 
[had a lot to do between now and 9:30! 





ROMPTLY AT 9:30, there was a knock 

on my door. Ray was always punctual 
on our gigs. I opened the door, invited 
him in, 

“You sure look pretty, Connie,” he said, 
| his eyes beaming approval, “getting in 
practice for New York?” 

“Why, of course,” I answered. laughing, 
and pleased that he always complimented 
me, although I wore my usual black and 
white formal that matched the boys’ black 
and white outfits. 

“You're sort of sharp yourself,” I told 
him, and he was. To me, he looked like a 
young mid-western prince. I picked up my 
wrap and, switching off the lights, followed 
him out of the apartment. 

In the car, Ray abruptly said, “Virginia 
doesn’t like the ‘New York business’, as 
she calls it. She said everything from we’re 
hot worth it, to the fact that she didn’t 
helieve the offer was for real.” 











“Oh, Ray. no!” I cried. “she couldn't 
say a thing like that!” 

“She could and did.” he said dryly. “Oh, 
she has her reasons why we couldn’t leave 
Oakhurst right now. Very sound indeed, 
she thinks. The house is almost paid for; 
she wants to begin teaching again as soon 
as Ramona is three years old; her family, 
her friends, her life are all here; she knows 
old Bradshaw. my boss, and he has hinted 
to her that I will be promoted which, in- 
cidentally. means I will have to spend more 
time on my regular job, less with the quar- 
tet. Of course the quartet—my music— 
is nice for a hobby, ‘but really, Ray— ” 

His last words mimicked Virginia’s man- 
ner of speaking, reflecting her icy disdain 
to perfection. I had never heard Ray so 
bitter. I wanted to say something, but 
didn’t know what. If I could only smooth 
it all away, somehow. I touched his arm, 
and he turned to look at me. His eyes said 
too much, and mine answered. I looked 
quickly away. and was glad to see the 
bright neon lights of the Golden Horn 
just ahead. 

Ray screeched to a halt and parked in- 
differently. We got out, and while Ray was 
unloading the instruments, Max drove up 
with Sammy. We all went in and started 
setting up the instruments on the band- 
stand. It wasn’t quite ten, but a few peo- 
ple were there already. Mr. Slater, the 
owner of the club, came over to speak to us. 

“How goes it. Ray? Hi, boys, Connie,” 
he said, in his brisk. cheerful manner. Mr. 
Slater liked Ray. But then, who didn’t? 

“Swell, Mr. Slater.” Ray answered, smil- 
ing. “Looks like we’re going to have a big 
crowd tonight. Guess they liked our Rock- 
A-Blues.” 

Mr. Slater rubbed his hands together 
happily. 

“Don’t blame ’em.” he said. “I did too!” 

Then, bowing. he left us and went to 
speak to some friends. The Golden Horn 
was a cozy. intimate little place. Lights 
were low, and there was an atmosphere of 
personal welcome and warmth which was 
Mr. Slater’s stock in trade, his main gim- 
mick. Ray and the combo fitted in just per- 
fectly. the haunting melodies from his elec- 
tric guitar beckoning the people to come 
with him and lose themselves and their 
problems for awhile. I wasn’t a terrific 
singer, but just having Ray and the boys 
backing me up brought out the best. Thurs- 
day evening’s crowd was more for ballads, 
and that suited me just fine. I noticed Ray 
was sticking with the old familiar numbers, 
and his mind wasn’t entirely with the 
music. 

At intermission, we sat at our special 
little table. and Sammy and Max had steak 
dinners. I didn’t want anything, and Ray 
didn’t eat either. Ray and the guys had 
scotch and soda, I took a rum coke. 

“What's Virginia think about it. 
York, I mean?” Sammy asked. 

“She doesn’t even think I should talk to 
Hal Kreston,” Ray answered. “She—isn’t 
at all keen on the idea of leaving Oakhurst 
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to go to New York City.” 

“Gosh, Ray,” Sammy said, looking al- 
most comically unhappy, “didn’t you tell 
her this was your chance to be famous? 
Oh, yes! And make a lot of money!” 

Ray grinned half-heartedly. “Yeah, 
sure.” he said. Then, turning to Max, 
“What did Jean say?” 

“She doesn’t have as much faith in us 
as we have in ourselves,” Max said. “She 
asked me a million questions I couldn’t 
answer yet myself, and wants a gold-plated 
guarantee on everything. I think she’d 
eventually go for it, though.” 

Sammy said, “You guys should’ve stayed 
single like Connie and me.” 

Ray laughed, saying, “Man, sometimes 
you can be so right!” 


OON THE INTERMISSION was over, 

and we went back to play the last hour 
and a half until 2 a. m. We usually en- 
joyed the evenings at the Club, the ap- 
plause, the requests for special numbers, 
but tonight there was very little spirit. 
Ray even said we could skip rehearsal at 
Sammy’s the next day. Sammy and Ray 
had their heads together for several min- 
utes, then Sammy and Max left, with Ray 
and me following close behind. 

In front of my apartment building, Ray, 
who had been silent all day and evening, 
suddenly was seized with the desire to 
talk. There we sat, and he seemed so 
wound up, I said impulsively, “Why don’t 
you come up and have a drink, Ray? I ex- 
pect I can find something inebriating.” 

“That would be swell, Connie,” he an- 
swered, greatly pleased. “There’s some- 
thing I want to tell you anyway.” 

[ had wondered if he and Sammy were 
cooking up something, but decided I 
wouldn’t ask. Upstairs in the apartment, 
[ found some scotch and glasses, and, by 
the rarest bit of luck, there was enough 
ice in the ice trays. Ray got one of our 
recordings, Yours, to put on the hi-fimmy 
one luxury. 

“That’s my favorite,” I said, sitting on 
the divan, across from him, “how did you 
know?” 

Ray laughed. “My favorite—I played 
that for me! You really meant those words 
for some lucky guy when we recorded that 
song. 

“Oh, no,” I answered, flustered, “it’s 
just that I like that song.” 

We listened for awhile, not saying any- 
thing. 

“I’m going to New York tomorrow morn- 
ing,” Ray announced abruptly, “to see Hal 
Kreston. Sammy is going with me. Kres- 
ton wants to know right away if we’re in- 
terested, so we'll drive up tomorrow to 
talk to him. It’s only a two-hour drive. 
We'll go and spend the day, making con- 
tacts, and get back in time to play tomor- 
row night.” 

I asked, “Does that mean that if you’re 
satisfied with what he has to offer, you'll 
sign with him, or whatever it is you do?” 

“Not Ray an- 
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necessarily—not yet.” 


swered, “although if there are exceptional- 
ly good possibilities, and Sammy and I 
can’t find anything wrong, we are definite- 
ly interested. Now, this is what I want to 
find out from you, Connie. Are you with 
us? Will you go along with whatever Sam- 
my and I decide?” 

“You know I will, Ray.” I answered, not 
only with words. but with all the encour- 
agement and hope I felt shining in my 
eyes. Ray looked away. Suddenly he stood 
up and walked over to the window. 

“T guess this may sound silly to you.” 
he said slowly. “but I haven’t mentioned 
to Virginia that we’re going. I'll just leave 
home. as if for work. then pick up Sammy 
and head for New York. Right now, I just 
don’t want an argument about something 
that’s so important to me.” 

“T understand, Ray,” I said. 

“Then.” he continued, with the old grin 
returning, “when I come back, I may just 
have a contract to show as an excuse. And 
if this is my chance to break into the big 
time and she doesn’t want to go or want 
me to go, I will go without her. [—don’t 
know for sure how Max feels. either. Con- 
nie, it may be just you and me and Sammy. 
Are you sure you’re game?” 

He came over and sat beside me. 

“More certain than anything else in the 
world,” I said. 

I don’t know for sure. then, how it hap- 
pened—who touched the other. first. I only 
know we were in each other’s arms, and 
Ray was saying, “Connie, Connie.” over 
and over, and my own voice, breathless 
with unbelieving. was whispering his name. 
Desire, like a flash flood of spring, swept 
through me. I had waited so long. wanted 
so long. And now he was here and mine, 
all mine, his voice pleading, his kisses urg- 
ing. Dimly I heard my own recorded voice 
singing: “ I was born to be just 
yours.” 

And in the mounting crescendo of be- 
longing to him. Ray knew that, for all 
time, I sang my song for him. 


N Y THOUGHTS were all of Ray while 

waiting on customers at work the 
next morning, imagining where he and 
Sammy were along the highway. when 
they’d arrive in New York. Mr. Hanes must 
have noticed my slightly bemused state, 
because he seemed to be hovering around 
to see that I didn’t give away any of the 
merchandise. It was around 11:30 that 
morning, and I was wishing the minutes 
and hours would hurry up when the very 
last person in the world I expected to see 
walked in, or rather rushed into the drug- 
store—Virginia, looking very disheveled 
and very disturbed. Mae Williams, who 
lived next door to Virginia, was with her. 
My heart sank. and I had the grace to feel 
some conscience pangs. too. 

“Connie.” she said. coming directly over 
to me, “I’ve got to find Ray. I’ve just 
taken Ramona to the hospital. She got 
ahold of a bottle of aspirin somehow and 
swallowed them. I called Ray at work. 


Mr. Bradshaw said he called in sick, | 
tried to get Sammy, but he’s not at work 
either. Max doesn’t know where Ray jg 
he said you might. Do you know where hy 
went? Can I reach him anywhere?” 

“Oh, no!” I exclaimed, shock and dreaj 
now added to my confusion. “Ray anj 
Sammy went to the Hal Kreston Agency jp 
New York. We should be able to reac, 
him there.” 

I was already heading for the telephone 
booth, as much upset as Virginia. who mug 
have been embarrassed at having to com 
to me to find Ray. Mr. Hanes, who had 
heard, told us to use his telephone, | 
quickly looked up the Kreston Agency jy 
the Manhattan directory, placed a persop. 
to-person call to Ray at that number. He'd 
of course be there by now. I just hoped 
they hadn’t left on other rounds Ray had 
mentioned. 

“How is she?” I asked fearfully. 

“I don’t really know,” Virginia said, 
weeping. “but the doctors say they think 
she will be all right. I want to get back to 
the hospital as soon as I can get Ray.” 

The operator got New York right away, 
and the Kreston offices were able to locate 
Ray without any difficulty. I handed th 
telephone to Virginia, and was amaze 
at how calm she now seemed. 

“Ray,” she said, “Ramona accidentally 
swallowed some aspirin. She’s at the hos 
pital. Mae took us right away.” 

Ray must’ve asked her how Ramona was, 
then, and lots of other things, because Vir 
ginia was stumbling over her words, a- 
swering: 

“She’s going to be all right. Ray. The 
doctors are doing all they can. But pleas 
hurry and come back. We need you.” 

There* were a few more moments of & 
lence on Virginia’s end, then she said, “a- 
right, Ray. Goodbye.” 

Virginia turned to us. Her forced calm 
had broken while she was telling Ray abou! 
the accident. She wasn’t the cool Virginia 
I had always known. Now, she was justi 
mother worried about her little girl. 

“I'd better get back to the hospital,” she 
said. 

I didn’t know what to do. I wanted t 
help. but there was nothing I could do. 

I said, “May I go with you? I mean,! 
thought maybe there might be something 
I could do—.” 

“Why, certainly, Connie, if you like” 
Virginia answered, although Mae was look- 
ing at me with undisguised distaste, an 
Mr. Hanes hovered around. obviously cot 
fused by it all. I looked questioningly # 
him. 

“Is it all right if I leave early, today. 
Mr. Hanes? I want to go back to the hos 
pital with Virginia.” 

He said, “Oh, yes, yes, of course. 6 
right ahead.” 

The hospital was only a block andé 
half from the drugstore. I guess that wi 
why Virginia came, instead of calling m™ 
We got into Mae’s car, and in a few %& 
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onds were into the hospital quiet zone. My 
heart ached with concern for Ramona. I 
felt so awful, as if I personally were re- 

nsible for Ray not being here when his 
daughter needed him, as if I personally 
were responsible for the accident. If any- 
thing happened to Ramona—I tried not to 


think. 


|’ THE HOSPITAL waiting room, we 
sat down to begin the long wait. After 


awhile. Mae and I went out to get some 
coffee and sandwiches. although Mae let 
me feel she could be in better company. 
Virginia didn’t want anything. not even 
coflee. When we came back, Mae had to 
go home because her children were com- 
ing home from school soon. I sat beside 
Virginia, and prayed. along with her, that 
Ramona would be all right. 

Finally, a gray-haired man in a white 
coat came through the doors that Virginia 
had been hopefully watching. She jumped 
up as he came over to us. 


“Mrs. Collins.” he said, “your little girl 
js doing just wae 
“Oh, thank you. Dr. Phillips,” Virginia 


answered him. recom with tears of relief 
and happiness in her eyes. “when can I see 
her?” 

Dr. Phillips said. “You can arrange to 
stay here in the hospital with her, if you 
like, so that you can be near if she should 
need you. later.” He smiled reassuringly. 


“Thank you, Dr. Phillips.” she said, “Tl 
do that.” 
Virginia went on out to the outer office 


with the doctor. and I sat down. I felt like 
crying. I was so glad Ramona would be 
all right. When she came back in the wait- 
ing room. Ray was with her. He must’ve 
driven like crazy to get back to Oakhurst 
so fast. Virginia had been telling him what 
had happened. reassuring him that Ramona 
was just fine. 

Ray obviously felt much remorse at hav- 
ing been away. and I knew how he felt. It 
was had enough to happen. but then for 
him not to be there. somehow made it seem 
worse. Well. now that someone was with 
Virginia, I could go. I started toward the 
door. 

“Connie,” Ray said. “I—thanks for call- 
ing me. I don’t know what I would have 
done if anything happened to Ramona.” 

“She'll be all right,” I said. 

It’s strange. but at times of accident and 
illness, you have to keep telling yourself 
and everybody else, that everything will be 
all right. I guess it’s because you hope so, 
“very much. I had never seen this Ray— 
concerned about his family, his daughter. 
With an ache in my heart that was almost 
physical, I knew that I never would, did 
wot have the right to. 

‘Tll be going now.” I said. “I’m so very 
sad, Virginia, that she’s all right.” 

“Connie.” Ray said, “I guess this is the 
tay for had news. T had no luck with Hal 


‘famous bandleader’ 


Kreston. The so-called 


who was interested in my arrangements 
was Kreston’s own myth. He _ hadn't 
clinched a deal with anyone yet. The en- 


gagement for the combo was some small 
club out on Long Island. 
where we are now. and at the same union 
rate. I think Kreston’s 
and that he would have much 


similar to the one 
greatest interest 
was in you. 
preferred if you had come with me instead 
of Sammy. So—I told him no thanks to 
everything. and thanks for the buggy ride.” 

Ray was doubly bitter. at the crash of his 
own high hopes. and the duplicity of the 
To her everlasting credit. Virginia 
either verbally. 


agent. 
did not say 
or with facial expression. 

“T cuess there are all kinds of people in 
Ray.” I “T can’t 
understand this Mr. Kreston. but I’m sure 
he had his reasons. You must not let that 
sort of person be the judge of your worth.” 
right. I Connie.” Ray 
I’m only sorry I didn’t see 
through him. Look, I don’t know about the 
club tonight. If Ramona—.” 

He looked at Virginia. 

“That’s your—other job. Ray.” 


“T told you so.” 


the agency business. said. 


“You’re 
said. “but 


guess, 


Virginia 
said. “Of course you must go. I will be 
able to stay here at the hospital with Ra- 
mona. tonight. and you can be here as 
long as they will allow. After that. I see no 
reason why you shouldn’t go on and play.” 

I was surprised to hear Virginia talk like 
this. Maybe we all were learning some- 
thing. I thought. 

Ray said. “Okay. Virginia.” Then. to 
“Tl pick you up at 9:30, then. Con- 
nie.” 

For just 
at Ray as if he were just a little boy who 
must sometimes be allowed to run out and 


me. 


one moment, Virginia looked 


play. but that she knew he would always 
come back. I think was that look. as 
much as our failure with the Kreston 


and Ramona’s accident. that made 
me begin to myself and Ray with 
clearer eyes. 

We both had been like kids, reaching 
for something shiny and pretty. Well. I 
had to grow up. Unlike Ray. I had no one 
to run back to after I'd finished playing 
outside. I looked at him for the first time 
as an ordinary person, forcing the glamour 
and enchantment out of my mind. 

I said, “All right, Ray. I’ll be ready. 
Goodbye. Virginia.” 

They both said goodbye, and turned to- 


Agency. 


see 


ward each other as I left. 

I walked out of the hospital doors. It 
was late evening of another lovely spring 
day. Only this time, I wasn’t floating, this 
time my feet were firmly on the ground. 
I had been lucky. I had been given another 
chance to act like a grownup, and not a 
wide-eyed child reaching for someone else’s 
I had another chance—this time I'd 


THE END 


toy. 
deserve it. 





SPLENDID FOR 
HOME USE! 












| LATEST 
| MEDALO 

DOUBLE 
CRIMPER 







HAIR 
STYLING 


CRIMPER 


Style No. 340 only 

Faster Easier For Double Bangs 

Side Slant Waves. STURDY DEEP 

CURL WAVE CLAMP makes latest 

back of head styles easier to handle. 

A variety of styles can be yours — 

easier and quicker. 
ee ee ee ee 

r OSend me latest hair styling crimper 
C.O.D. Collect price $1.95 plus C.O.D. 
and postage on delivery. 

O Enclosed find $2 — payment in full. 
(You save all postage charges and get 
double coupons by mailing $2 cash or 
money order now.) 

Please print plainly on your envelope 

and coupon to speed delivery. 








GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 


Dept. Y-4, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


LK ———. SS 


FEMALE HELP WANTED 


<p.| $23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 
dresses received as extra re- 
wards.JustshowFashion Frocks 
to friends in spare time. No in- 
vestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 
Dept. B-41141, Cincinnati 2, O. 








pain and misery of Varicose Ulcers. 
send away at once for FREE 
ETHODS xa HOME USE.” 
es od and en- 
orsed th ethods. Dept. p-63 
3250 N. Breen Bay Ave., ‘Rusaubes 12, Wisconsin 


Booklet tr Open Lae 8 LI Pe 








Heh IS A ooo gpa ng- 
Heal pUMERUISES ¢. 
Skin Irritations... 


MINOR 


CUTS tmmoltUM set 


PETROLEUM JELLY we 
me 5¢ OROLIN 


ISON ES| 


INTO DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from 


NORDYKE. Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 287, | Calif. 


SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 


Ss im W/TH AMAZING 
QL NEw MAGIC DICE 


Here's a apestet 4 of fun dice that certainly 
= do wonders. It’s amazingly easy to predict 

mbers, perform amusing tricks. No one can 
guess the hidden “‘secret”’ unless you tell them! 
Display amazing ‘‘control”’ yet the real reason is 































cleverly concealed from everyone. Fun and fascie 
nation! Easy directions explain details. Perform 
many “magic” tricks! Priceonly $4.98. Get a pair 
today. Send no money. Just name and address. 
On arrival, pay postman only $4.98 plus postage. 
Address Hollister-White Co. ept. 503-D 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, tI. 






































i 
: 


Girl In Torment 


(Continued from Page 40) 


of man women fall for. He couldn't help 
it any more than the girls could resist his 
masculine charm. 


A S TIME WENT ON, I realized that 
-*% Soon I’d have to make up my mind. I 
had to choose between the two men in my 
life. And the more I think about it, the 
more positive I am that a conflict like that 
hugs people more than facing up to an 
inpleasant situation. If there’s an un- 
pleasant task ahead of you, you might try 
to avoid it, but when push comes to shove 
you go ahead and muddle through some- 
how. Maybe you come through all right, 
naybe not. but you do something. 

It’s different when you have a choice to 
make. Especially when there are good ar- 
suments on both sides. Your mind jumps 
rom one side to the other, back and forth, 
itil you don’t know where you are or 
vyhat you really want to do. With Melvin, 
| knew that Mama was pushing me towards 
him and the part of me that longed for 
peace and security agreed he was my best 

hoice. At the same time, when I was 
honest with myself, I knew there was no 
future for me with Danny. 

Even his adoring cousin Ruth admitted 
he was irresponsible and I knew myself 
that he was unfaithful and that he shame- 
lessly used his charm to get what he 

anted. 

Then I would examine the other choice 

nd all my original arguments collapsed. 
Danny made me feel like the most beauti- 
ful, most desirable girl in the world. When 
ie held me in his arms nothing else mat- 
ered. [ couldn’t think straight and there 
vere times when I felt there was nothing 
wouldn't do to hold him. 


Between the cows and the barbed wire 
fence—Granny didn’t know the half of it! 
[ was in a worse fix than that. And there 
was no one I could turn to for advice. 
\lama didn’t even know about Danny. How 
could I tell her I was going out with a mar- 
ied man? 

To make matters worse, both Melvin and 
Danny were getting impatient. I could read 
Melvin like an open book and it was easy 
to tell when he was about to propose mar- 
riage. We'd talked about it in a general 
vay, but he hadn’t come right out and 
isked me yet. But I knew it was coming 
ind [ still didn’t know what my answer 
would be. 

Danny was even more anxious to get 
what he wanted. One night when we went 
through our usual routine, Danny asked. 
“What's on the menu tonight, beautiful?” 

“Love and kisses—plenty of second help- 
ings,” I answered, snuggling closer to him. 

“Not much choice.” he complained. 
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“Not geting tired already. are you?” | 
pouted. 

He put his arm around me. “Chicken 
and gravy is good but it can get monoto- 
nous,” he said. “A man likes a change now 
and then. I’m tired of the same old 
menu—” 

I knew what he meant, but I was scared. 
“Be patient, darling,” I whispered. “Give 
me time. You know I love you, but—” 

Then time ran out. Danny phoned to tell 
me that he’d lost his car because he was 
behind in the payments. “But I'll get an- 
another one, baby. Don’t worry. Maybe a 
Caddie this time. Besides, I was getting 
fed up with that stuff of parking some- 
where and necking like a couple of kids.” 

I tried to tell him I was content to wait, 
that for me just being with him was 
enough. But Danny wouldn’t listen. “The 
old lady’s going to be away for a few 
days. It’ll give us a chance to be alone 
together like we’ve always wanted. That 
is what you want, isn’t it?” he insisted 
when I didn’t answer right away. 

“Yes, Danny. That is, I think so. Yes, 
whatever you want.” 

“Good. I think it'll be this Saturday. 
I'll have Ruth call you at home to let you 
know where.” 


T WAS LIKE walking through a dream 

those next few days. I had promised 
Danny to go with him somewhere we could 
be alone. Yet. I couldn’t fully realize what 
it would be like. Would he want me to 
come to his apartment? No, I couldn’t do 
that. A hotel maybe? Walking into the 
lobby, trying to ignore the stares of peo- 
ple. Registering as Mr. and Mrs. Danny 
Wilson—no, we wouldn’t use our right 
names, of course. Then going up to the 
room. Alone with Danny at last... . 

When I got home that Friday night 
Mama told me Melvin had phoned. “He 
wants you to meet him at the Bluebird 
Cafe,” she said all excited. “He has to 
work half a day, but he'll be there at two 
o'clock. He said he had something impor- 
tant to tell you.” 

“T guess he’s finally got around to ask- 
ing me,” I said, not very enthusiastically. 

Mama was annoyed. “I hope you show 
more interest when you see him tomorrow, 
Verlie,” she scolded. “A person would 
think the man was going to ask you to do 
something bad!” 

“Oh, leave me alone, can’t you?” I flared. 
“I'm going crazy trying to figure things 
out!” 

I didn’t sleep much that night. I tried 
to think things through and only became 
more confused. It wasn’t fair that I had to 
make such a difficult choice. On top of 


everything else there was the right ay 
wrong of it. It wouldn’t be right to m 

Melvin knowing I didn’t love him and prot “ 
ably never could. At the same time, j This ti 
wasn’t right to steal those brief momens|.. An 
of happiness with a man who could neve, on 


eyes 
0 


: one é 
be mine, a man who could never belong thin was 
any woman for very long. gout 

The next morning Mama woke me apj Pa the 
said there was a phone call for me. “Son, ‘vaiting 


girl named Ruth,” she said. Juebird 
I jumped out of bed and ran to th ancy pl 


phone. “Hello.” idn’t dt 
“Hello, you lucky girl! Danny aske ing a | 
me to call you. It’s all set.” ‘hile he 


I was shocked. “You mean you—you until Iv 
know?” Bee 
; vin. Bee 
“Of course, silly! Danny doesn’t hay He wo 
any secrets from me. Look, he said for yoy y to hi 
to be at the bar in the Lenox Arms Hotel glancing 
—at two-thirty today. Got it?” see you, 
I hung up, my hand trembling with~|pot talk 
with what? Nervousness? Excitement? | at all. 
didn’t know for sure. All I knew was tha! That v 
I could no longer put off the showdown, Ifhe, Soli 
could only be at one place, meet one man,jhad nev 
and the time for decision was here ané{that tho 
now. er 
I bathed and dressed carefully, concen. take tha 
trating on what I was doing so I woulda gaged. 
have to think. I said goodbye to Mama ani 
went downstairs. I stood on the curb, still 
not knowing what I would do, and a pass} 


ing cab pulled up. I opened the door and Y. 
got in. 1 
“Where to. lady?” i A 
I took a deep breath and said, “The I 
Bluebird Cafe—that is. I mean the Leno T 
Arms Hotel.” T 
“Right.” He pulled the flag on thef ¥ 
meter and started off. N 
“Driver, I want to go to the Bluebird 
That’s it. The Bluebird Cafe.” 
I heard him grumble something as he. 
suddenly swerved around a corner. The, present 


before we'd gone three blocks, I was tap} it an en 
ping him on the shoulder and saying frar} yaiting 
tically, “Turn around, driver. Take m§ As w 
to the Hotel.” of Centr 

“Damn!” There was a sudden screech more I 
ing of brakes and he pulled over to the cut)  scattere 
so quickly I was thrown to the other side} Danny 1 
of the cab. “Look, sister, why don’t yo) cided. | 


make up your mind?” he demanded, lear “mr 
ing over the front seat. " rd 
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I—well, I'm mi)" °™™ 
citing a 


sure where I want to go.” 
“Tt’ll cost you dough if you just sit there, Eo 
lady. As long as the meter’s running, wi W 
cak 
not drive through the park?” rear vie 
It was a good idea. By the time we drove lady?” 
downtown and back uptown I’d know whi!) “yoy 
I wanted to do. I closed my eyes atl driving. 
pressed my fingers against them. I could worry a 
imagine Danny sitting at the bar in the} The ; 
hotel. He’d be watching the door, até} sothin, 
when I appeared that self-confident gt} Mama , 
would steal across his handsome face. Wed | let mys 
have a drink or two, laughing a lot. Bil be cou 


after a while the laughter would stop an | "8 the 
totell t 








ight and 


to Mary ur € 
nd prob, question. - - 
time, j This time I'd have to answer that ques- 
Moments inn, And if I saw Danny there could only 
Id neve; one answer. The briefest glimpse of 
long ty ea was enough to turn my knees to water 
ad make me putty in his hands. 
me ani At the same time, the picture of Melvin 
“Some | siting at the cafe crossed my mind. The 
uebird, where he took his meals. Not a 
1 to the ancy place, quiet and homelike. Melvin 
idn't drink much so maybe he’d be sip- 
ing a beer and reading his newspaper 
hile he waited. He wouldn’t even see me 
mtil I walked up and said, “Hello, Mel- 
re Been waiting long?” 
n’t have} He would look up then and get awkward- 
| for youhy to his feet. “Not so long,” he’d say, 
ns Hotel glancing at his watch. “Gee, I’m glad to 
\see you, Verlie.” Then we'd order dinner, 
| With~|not talking much, and laughing hardly 
nent? | |s¢ all. 
was that That was the way our life together would 
down, I}he. Solid. Secure. But, oh, so dull! I 
ne man,jhad never loved Melvin and I told him 
ere anj{that though I liked him, he might feel 
cheated some day. But Melvin said he’d 
lake that risk. We were practically en- 


yes would meet. His eyes would ask 





Y asked 


OU—you 





concer: 

wouldn' jgaged- The watch I wore was a Christmas 
ama and 

irb, ail 

aps} HEART OF STONE 

oor ani Your heart was like a pebble 


i I picked up on the beach 
And with a careless swing. 





1, “The| I tossed it out of reach. 
Lenn Too late I found that pebble. 
That heart as hard as stone 
on the Was really part of my heart. 
Not yours alone, I'd thrown. 
luebird —Roger W. Dana 
y as \ 
. Thenp fa , aes areal 
present from him and I guess he considered 
vas (Ph it an engagement present too. All he was 


ag fra waiting for was my yes. 

ake m> As we sped down along the west side 
of Central Park, then up the east side, the 
screech | more I tried to focus my thoughts the more 
he curb) scattered they became. Melvin was waiting. 
ver side} Danny was waiting. And I was still unde- 
n’t yup cided. Suddenly, I was crying. Tears of 
d. lean | frustration. Why weren’t things different? 
If only Danny was good and decent like 
rm mo | Melvin! If only Melvin were half as ex- 
citing as Danny. 





it there 
<a WE WERE still in the park when the 


cab driver glanced up at me in the 


tear view mirror. “ : 
e drove lady?” Made up your mind yet, 


| t ’ — 
w whit) “Not J snapped irritably. “Just keep 


es and driving. Just keep driving. And don’t 
| could worry about your fare.” 

in the} The monotonous whirr of the tires was 
r, an wothing. A sort of quiet stole over me. 
nt grit} Mama was right, I thought. Why should I 
e. Well} let myself in for a lot of heartache? May- 
it. But | bel could learn to love Melvin. Besides, it 
op ani | "’s the right thing to do. I was just about 
‘otell the driver to take me to the Bluebird 





Cafe when my heart rebelled. 

What I felt for Danny was more impor- 
tant than right or wrong, I told myself. A 
girl should take her happiness where she 
found it. Live for today. That’s the way 
it was with my father, and when he died 
he had no regrets. Yes, I'd go to Danny. 
I’d lose myself in his arms, take the ec- 
stasy of his love for however long it was 
there. 

The cab slowed to a stop and my heart 
began pounding wildly. Then I remem- 
bered I hadn’t spoken to the driver and I 
glanced out. I was back home! 

“Driver—!” 

He held up his hand. “Look, lady, I’ve 
got to earn a living. I’d rather have a lot 
of small fares than one big one. The tips, 
you know. So I brought you back where 
I picked you up.” 

“But ee” 

“Besides, your nose needs powdering,” 
he went on. “There’s mascara all over your 
face. Maybe you ought to go back home 
and start over again.” 

I stared at him a long moment, then sud- 
denly I began to laugh and to cry at the 
same time. “Back home!” I fumbled in 
my purse. “Yes,” I said hysterically, 
“vou’re right. I’ll start over again.” 

“You sure you feel okay, lady?” he 
asked. 

I nodded happily. I felt as if a big load 
had been lifted off me. I paid him and in- 
cluded a big tip, the biggest I'd ever given. 
It was worth it, I thought, as the cab drove 
away, the driver scratching his head. For 
suddenly it dawned on me why I'd been 
torn to pieces all those weeks. 

I had not two, but three choices! Not 
one, but both of the men were wrong for 
me. Marrying Melvin when I didn’t love 
him would have been a mistake. Giving 
myself to Danny, a married man who 
couldn’t be faithful. would be even worse. 
But now I realize that I shouldn’t tie myself 
to either one. 

I don’t pretend to know how it happened. 
Sometimes it is some dramatic outside force 
that jerks a person up short and brings 
him to his senses, makes him see the light. 
But more often in this life it is the decisions 
we make for ourselves that determine the 
way we should go. We aren’t always con- 
scious of the things that make us decide 
the way we do—advice from a friend or a 
loved one, facts that can’t be overlooked no 
matter how blinded we are to what is good 
for us. 

I don’t know whether it was Mama’s 
teaching that finally prevailed or my own 
instinctive feeling of right and wrong, or 
if it was the cab driver’s chance remark 
that I go back home and make a new start. 
I only know that I made the right decision 
and that I was lucky. I was still young 
and there was plenty of time ahead of me 
to find both love and security. If I con- 
tinued to be lucky, I’d find both those 
qualities in one man. THE END 
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A Life In My Hands 


(Continued from Page 37) 


been slow asking for it. Across from me 
was Ted, his eyes confident, professional 
above the mask. The nurse-anesthetist, 
who had done her job so well, stood look- 
ing cool and efficient. The resident, the 
other nurses—they were all ready and 
waiting for me to begin. For just one mo- 
ment, I almost asked Ted to take over, but 
I didn’t—I couldn’t. Oh, God, if only I 
had! 

I moved swiftly then, with deceptive 
ease; the incision, routine procedure. Ella 
slapped the instruments in my hand, hard. 
I liked it that way. Suddenly I began 
sweating. Then—I don’t know how it hap- 
pened—fear gripped me. In my hand the 
shining steel that should have been life 
preserving, slipped, slid horribly, cut deep- 
ly, as if I were some insane butcher. 

Afterwards, I mercifully cannot remem- 
ber too well. There was the mingled terror, 
disbelief, then slowly, compassion in Ted’s 
eyes and the eyes of the nurses as he took 
over and fought in vain to save Billy’s life. 
The blood—so much of it—always so much 
blood. My mind reeled and the force of 
the alcohol took over. I lurched from the 
room. 


MY FATE is up to the court and God 
now. A few well-meaning souls have 
tried to tell me that it was only an acci- 


dent; that it has happened to doctors be- 
fore and will happen again; that this one 
mistake could have been covered up some- 
way. 

I know better. There is no covering up 
the looks of horror in the eyes of those 
who stood helpless when I made the fatal 
slip. There is no covering up the grief of 
Billy Taylor’s parents, the bitter edge of 
it sharpened by the knowledge that his 
death was needless. There is no covering 
up my own realization of guilt and the 
searing pain it causes. Maybe Ted and the 
nurses would have covered for me, but 
there was no one to cover up for my soul. 

For Ruth, of course, this has meant the 
end of everything. The people who once 
thought a drinking doctor fashionable now 
regard me as a drunken butcher, the wife 
of which is a role totally unsuited to Ruth. 
I expect her to divorce me soon, giving 
me a kind of freedom I have never really 
had. There was always someone: Mother, 
Father, Aunt Carrie, Ruth. 

But I shall never really be free, forever 
haunted by a young boy’s face. Ofttimes 
in my dreams I am again standing in the 
operating room, again watching the spas- 
modic jerk of the hand—and I awake in 
cold terror. 

No, I shall never be free. But at least in 
disgrace I have found the courage of truth. 


THE END 





How Costly Is Free Love? 


(Continued from Page 14) 


in free love, this type of woman envisions 
that: 1) she may bind a man to her phys- 
ically by satisfying his desires, and 2) 
preying on his sense of duty to marry her 
for having “succumbed” to his wishes. 

Take the case of Mary, a pretty, 3l-year- 
old secretary, who was rapidly becoming 
convinced that she was destined to a life of 
Saturday night dates, never finding a man 
whom she really loved. Then she met Jack, 
a salesman who called at her office. Jack 
was different. She saw in him potential 
husband material. There was nothing she 
could deny him, feeling he would think 
her “odd” and leave her. When her feeble 
objections were voiced to his advances, he 
drowned them out with his embraces. 
\fter months of guiltily submitting to him, 
she discovered the ugly truth. Jack was 
married, living with his family and in- 
tended to keep on doing so. She had 
pledged for keeps. It did her no good to 
66 


prey on his sense of obligation, he had 
none. 

One of the most naive delusions of wom- 
en is that animal passion is synonymous 
with love. This notion is common among 
the type of woman mentioned above. She 
becomes bitingly aware of the results of 
her careless love code if she loses out and 
does not win the man to marriage. 

Another type of woman who engages in 
free love is one who is easily fooled by a 
man who cajoles her with professions of 
“love,” this overpowering passion which 
might start in her living room and wind 
up on the back seat of his car. The tragedy 
here is that these women don’t realize that 
men can become passionate with any num- 
ber of women without caring for or even 
liking them. 

Louise, for instance, was a brilliant girl 
who had worked here way through college, 
and first year of law school. Busy with 


part-time job and studies. she had no jj 
for social life. One night, when she y, 
especially lonely, she agreed to go with 
friend to a party. There she met a mal 
socially and intellectually her  inferiy 
who showered her with attention. Mg, 
starved for affection than she realizg 
Louise fell for his “line,” knowing ¢y 
never once considered him as a husbayj 
They had stopped seeing each other, ey 
before she discovered she was Expecting ; 
child. 

Dr. Walter Clarke, executive director oj 
the American Social Hygiene Association 
warns that barring the risk of pregnang, 
the man or woman who has premarital a 
periences with many different partners a, 
quires a distorted attitude toward marriage 
which gives the sexual relationship fx 
more importance than it deserves. Prop. 
iscuity, moreover, he says “if practiced fy 
any length of time can become a habit 
which is hard to break.” 

What does a woman really get out of 
illicit sex if it does not materialize int 
marriage? While the relationship lass 
she shares a kind of companionship, with 
some social activity, perhaps. But ving 
the man in her life steps out, she is cag 
into varying degrees of repercussions. She 
might brood over the fact that her body 
and her passion was not sufficient. Dray. 
ing again upon Kate Constance’s book, 
she suggests that women who have beet 
hurt in this way often try to compensate 
“for the shame by resorting to various par- 
aceas—prostitution, perversion, retiring to 
a non-social existence, or enslavement to 
a job or profession.” 

Then comes the question of the danger 
if the free love relationship does materia 
ize into marriage? Divorce lawyers all 
familiar with the results of intimacies be, 
fore marriage. 

One lawyer confided that many causes 
of divorce are rehashed insults of inti 
macies shared before they middled-aisled. 
The sense of guilt can come to light in 
several ways: suspicion on the part of both 
husband and wife, deep insecurity abou! 
the love of each other, feeling of gener 
distrust. 

Still another danger is the sense o 
cheapness and weakness that could vey 
naturally follow. This may be exhibited 
in the seeming sexual disinterest of the 
man after the vows have been repeated. 

It is almost impossible to escape the 
conclusion that uncontrolled sex leads t0 
instability and insecurity in home. family 
and personal life. The argument advanced 
in favor of sexual freedom—that a great 
deal of it exists at the present time—won' 
stand up under the fire of counter 
arguments. 

This is the recognition that sexual low 
is something too good, too powerful, 1 


wonderful, to be spoiled by misuse. 
THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


Capitol Tower studios is setting up 
warning signs when Johnny Otis and his 
frantic mob come to record. Reason: Dur- 
ing the last session, 280-pound vocalist 
Marie Adams’ big voice actually blew out 
the monitor speaker in the studio control 
room while she was wailing her way 
through A Fool in Love. 


In Detroit when jazz pianist Erroll 
Garner who digs art admired an original 
by Mexican painter Covarrubias in the 
home of art gallery owner Lester Arwin, it 
was immediately taken from the wall and 
presented to him. Garner, upset by this 
unexpected generosity, bought a painting 
from Mr. Arwin’s gallery the next day— 
and also wrote a tune for his eight-year old 
daughter’s birthday as a gesture of fair 
exchange. 


Singer Olga James is back in the 
U. S. from Caracas, Venezuela, where she 
was booked to play the Las Vegas night 
club. But the joint only stayed open two 
nights because of liquor license difficulties. 


In New York, Bill Miller’s Broad- 
way Riviera, featuring the Larry Steele Re- 
yue, operated for quite a spell Texas style 
(without liquor or bring your own) while 
sitting it out waiting for a license to come 
through. 


The Sonny Rollins’ wedlock seems 
to have gone about as far as it can go. 
They’re both consulting now 
they’re in Splitsville. 


lawyers 


The Queen, Dinah Washington, 
and her prizefighter ain’t got the “Love 
Thy Neighbor” message any longer. She 
had hardly grown accustomed to his face. 


Louis Armstrong, who gets up to 
$20,000 per TV shot, donated the full fee 
for his “You Asked For It” appearance to 
the Milne Boys School in New Orleans. 
When Satch was a kid, it was known as 
The Waif’s Home, and it was there he first 
learned to blow a horn. 


Trumpeteer Jonah Jones, guest 
star on the fabulous Evening With Fred 
Astaire NBC-TV spectacular which has had 
two praise-laden showings already, was 
indirectly responsible for luring Astaire 
out of retirement to do the show. It seems 
terpsichorean Astaire had been dancing to 
one of Jonah’s albums around the house 
when the TV invitation came. He agreed 
to do the show if Jonah could be on it, and 
tefused to accept any substitutes. 
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Dream Girl 


(Continued from Page 9) 


monia?” I asked her mother, Mrs. Swan- 
son, who was standing on the front porch 
with tears streaming down her face. She 
just shook her head, bewildered. 

It wasn’t pneumonia, we discovered later. 
It was polio, the worst kind, and Vivian 
was dead within a week. 

It all seemed so crazy. There had been 
Vivian, so young and healthy and business- 
like about everything—except she never 
got around to getting polio vaccine. Such a 
pretty, wonderful girl to be gone at twenty. 


‘OR DAYS after the funeral I wouldn't 
even go to work. I just sat around the 
house, moping, trying to figure out where 
to pick up life again. When I decided there 
wasn’t anything to pick up, that all my 
hopes and dreams of the future boiled 
down to married life with Vivian, I sort 
of came unhinged at the seams and began 
drinking, and I guess if I had ever learned 
to really be able to stand the taste of the 
stuff, I would have become an alcoholic. 
But I would get sick before I really got 
drunk and so I couldn’t find any real com- 
fort in drinking. 

My old man tried to help out as best he 
could. “Look, Chuck,” he said to me one 
day about the middle of September, “I’ve 
got a newspaper friend who just might be 
able to wrangle me some tickets to the 
World Series. Why don’t we try to work 
it so we could get up to Milwaukee for a 
lew day 3?” 

He didn’t really say what was on his 
mind—that I should get away, that the trip 
would do me a lot of good. I guess maybe 
he knew the trip or nothing else would do 
me any good with Vivian gone. 

\fter a while though, I realized that no 
matter how bad I felt, I had to go on liv- 
ing. so | went to work and gradually began 
to go around to some of the old places I 
used to take Vivian; nice restaurants, the 
downtown clubs. I even spent a Sunday 
ifternoon in the Art Museum, where Vivian 
had insisted we go once. 

But all my wandering just made me lone- 
lier and lonelier. There were thousands of 
girls in the city, but not one of them was 
Vivian. 

Everybody tried to be helpful, of course, 
too damn helpful. I was always getting in- 
vited to dinners and parties and things and 
being introduced to girls, always girls; 
faces and names that didn’t mean a thing 
to me. And there were those I had known 
before, those who figured they had a 
chance to take me over now. It was all 
making me a little sick. 

I guess that was the reason I was willing 
to listen to Oscar Johnson, my best buddy, 
when he suggested T join the plant bowl- 


o 
MO 


ing team. “That’s a good way to get away 
from women,” he said with a laugh, “if 
anybody is crazy enough to want to get 
away from them.” 

“You know why,” I growled. 

“Yeah, well, like I said, there are a few 
girls out there, but mostly it’s guys on 
league nights. Come on, it'll do you good. 
I remember you used to throw a pretty 
good ball when we were in the service.” 

So I took Oscar’s advice and went out. 


Tt WAS ON THE third Friday night at 

the alley that it happened. There was 
this team bowling at the other end of the 
building in a mixed league of fellows and 
girls. I was just sitting there looking at 
nobody in particular when I saw her— 
Vivian! 

For a minute I was so shaken I stared 
with my mouth open. Then I closed my 
eyes, hard, for a long minute. But when I 
opened them again, she was still there. 

I stood up, shaking like a leaf and sweat 
popping out all over my face. 

“Hey, Chuck, where you going? You're 
up next on Alley Six.” I heard Oscar’s 
voice call out behind me, but I was already 
on my way to the other end of the lanes, 
walking slowly. to see if my vision would 
clear up. 

She was about five feet, two inches tall. 
and weighed a hundred and twenty pounds, 
with her hair short and bangs, and a soft, 
ginger-bread color. It was Vivian! Vivian’s 
face, Vivian’s hair, Vivian’s eyes, Vivian’s 
figure. But how could it be? She was dead. 
And when she was alive. she never went in 
a bowling alley in her life! 

And then, as I drew closer, I began to 
see the tiny differences. The nose, a little 
bent instead of upturned. The mouth, a 
fraction wider and the lips just the least bit 
more generous. But, when she turned my 
way, the eyes were Vivian’s—laughing at 
me in a way Vivian’s never did—and the 
smile, a little wider, was Vivian’s. She was 
laughing and talking about the ball she 
had just rolled, her second strike in a row. 

“If this keeps up. I just might roll a 
hundred seventy-five,” she was saying in a 
voice like Vivian’s. 

I reached for my handkerchief to halt 
the flow of perspiration from my forehead. 
Without quite realizing it, I had walked 
almost right up to her, and now she turned 
and looked at me, a funny expression on 
her face as she saw I was standing right 
there staring at her. I could tell she was 
trying to figure out if she knew me from 
somewhere. 

“I—uh—I like the way you throw that 
ball,” I managed to get out finally, when I 
realized I was standing there right in the 


middle of the bowling team, staring at the 
girl. “You must get in a lot of practice,” 

“Not really,” she said, “I’m just learn. 
ing. Are you an instructor here?” 

“Uh, yeah. I’m new—uh—maybe I can 
give you some pointers after your league 
comes off the alleys,” I lied. 

She just looked at me for a moment, as 
if she was trying to figure out if I was 
making a play, then, as if she never ques. 
tioned it at all, she gave that dazzling smile 
and said, “Okay.” 

Oscar couldn’t figure out what I was 
hanging around for after we finished our 
series, until he saw the girl walk up. Then 
his mouth dropped open as if he had been 
hit in the pit of his stomach. He was about 
to gasp Vivian’s name out loud when I cut 
in quickly: “Uh—Oscar Johnson, this js 
Miss—uh—well, I don’t believe I even 
know your name,” I said with embarrass. 
ment. 

“Gloria Allen,” she said, smiling. 

“Oscar, this is Gloria,” I said. 

He managed to mumble something about 
“Pleased to meet you,” and scampered off 
as if he had just seen a ghost. I knew how 
he felt. 

“I’m Chuck Davis,” I said. taking her 
hand. “Come on, let’s go out and throw 
a few.” 

For the next couple of days, I was in 
dreamland. I had found Vivian again. | 
had to admit to Gloria, of course. that | 
really wasn’t an instructor at the bowling 
alley. 

“IT could see you knew what you were 
talking about, but you looked a little 
rusty,” she laughed. “But I didn’t really 
mind. You know, for some reason, Chuck. 
I felt us drawn together, from the first 
moment I looked into your eyes. Do you 
think things like that really happen? | 
mean, people meeting. and knowing they 
were meant to meet?” 

“T think it happens,” I said softly. 

But I guess it was when we started go- 
ing around together that I began to see 
the difference in Gloria and Vivian. Gloria 
didn’t really get knocked out over the Art 
Museum, except for a few pieces. and she 
seemed more at home in hamburger joints 
and drugstores than in fancy clubs and 
things. And she was crazy about all kinds 
of music—Vivian just liked certain types— 
and she was real athletic, bowling and ten- 
nis and horseback riding and stuff. Vivian 
never went out for sports. 

Vivian had class, real class, in her 
clothes and movement and stuff. Gloria 
was just a pretty young girl who happened 
to be almost the spitting image of Vivian. 
but she was full of love for life and didn’t 
have Vivian’s reserve. She loped around 
in sweaters and skirts and laughed a lot. 

It was amazing. the difference between 
them, considering how much they looked 
alike. Gloria kept doing and saying little 
things that pointed up that difference, and 
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I could not help but feel disappointment. 
] guess I was really trying to make 
Gloria be Vivian, but Gloria’s spirit was too 


irrepressible. 


ND THEN ONE NIGHT in my car, I 

don’t know exactly how it started, but 
[took Gloria in my arms and kissed her 
there was nothing unusual about that—but 
suddenly I thought she was Vivian and 
wanted her to be Vivian so badly that I 
hegan to tell Gloria how much I loved and 
wanted her and kept kissing her. I thought 
about how wonderful it would have been 
if Vivian and I had been married, and 
suddenly I didn’t want to lose out again. 
[ didn’t want this warm, living image of 
Vivian to leave my arms without ever hav- 
ing drank fully from the cup of love, and 
the next thing I knew I was saying and 








NOTICE 
I’m going to hire a champion, 
One that knows his stuff,— 
Going to have him teach me 
Tricks with moonbeam fluff 
(Such as making someone 
With a sun god gleam 
Ask that age old question 
With a home-fire dream) — 
And I’m going to tell him 
“Give it all you got! 
Nothing namby pamby— 
Teach me every shot.” 
And if you should see me. 
Better lock your door— 
Cause you are the baby 
I'll be gunning for. 

—Gladys Martin 





doing things I had never said and done 
with Vivian—and Gloria was responding 
ina way Vivian never would have. She 
struggled at first, but then her breathing 
grew heavier and suddenly she was kissing 
me like crazy and wasn’t fighting me at all. 

I guess it was then that I came to my 
senses and pushed her away roughly. 

“Come on,” I said, starting up the motor 
of my car, “I’m taking you home.” 

Gloria looked at me, questioningly. 

“It’s over, ended, finished, understand?” 
I snapped. 

“Chuck, what on earth’s the matter?” 
Gloria gasped. 

“You little tramp,” I muttered through 
gritted teeth, thinking how she wasn’t fit 
to look like Vivian at all. 

When we got to her house, she got out 
without a word, but I could hear her weep- 
ing softly. I didn’t even bother to say 
goodnight. 


For a man who doesn’t drink very much, 


I really tied one on that night. | was get- 
ting that Gloria broad out of my system, 
but good. 

I was a bear for the next week, taking 
everybody’s head off whenever they said 
anything to me. I wasn’t even going to 
bowl with the team that Friday night, but 
the extra man was out sick and there was 
nobody to take my place, so Oscar was 
finally able to talk me into going out. 

Just as I figured. she was in the bowling 
alley, and she didn’t waste any time com- 
ing over when she spotted me. 

“Chuck, I'd like to talk to you for a few 
minutes after you finish,” 

I wanted to tell her that we had nothing 
to talk about, but I didn’t want to start a 
scene in front of the guys, so I just nodded. 

Later, we went into the little restaurant 
in the bowling alley and ordered Cokes, 
and she began talking. I could see it was 
a little awkward for her. 

“I—I know what you think of me,” she 
began. “You made that perfectly clear the 
other night. And I want you to know that 
I understand. I know it’s over between us. 
I felt it wasn’t going to last all along— 
you seemed to always want me to be some- 
thing I couldn’t really be, I don’t know 
why or what. Anyway, I just want you to 
know I’m not like that at all—not like the 
other night. I never let a boy—get that 
close. I mean. well, I—I guess I was in 
love with you. And I learned that when 
you're in love, you do things, or want to do 
things. you wouldn’t think of doing other- 
wise. I made a fool of myself. and I’m glad 
you had the sense to stop things before 
we went too far. But I guess I—TI just 
loved you, that’s all.” 


she said. 


She was in tears 
now. “And—and I’m not a tramp!” She 
was crying hard. 

Everybody was looking over at us be- 
cause they could hear her sniffling, so I 
took her arm and said. “Come on. let’s get 
out of here.” 

When we got outside, she looked up at 
me, her eyes dry now and the smile back 
“You 


don’t have to drive me home, Chuck,” she 


on her face—that dazzling smile. 


said. 

I just looked at her. No, she wasn’t 
Vivian. She was Gloria. And all the imag- 
ining and wishing in the world wouldn’t 
make her Vivian. If I could just under- 
stand and accept her for what she was, a 
sweet, lovable kid who just happened to 
love me, maybe I could begin to live again. 

“T want to drive you home, Gloria,” I 
said. “I really want to. And if you'll listen, 
I want to explain something, too.” 

So on the way home I told her about 
Vivian and how it warped me and how 
much they looked alike and everything. 
She had a right to know. After all, maybe 
some day I would be asking her to marry 


me. THE END 


Gypsy Bait Oil 


MAKES FISH BITE 


OR NO COST 


100 year old secret re-discov- 
ered! Mysterious aroma of 
Gypsy Fish Bait Oil Com- 
pound makes smell feeding 
fish wild through thousands of 
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supply lasts, you get FREE 
of extra cost, handy water- 
resistant fisherman's pouch 
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co, etc. And even if you 
return Gypsy for your pur- 
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your trouble. 
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If you order three (3) 
Gypsy Fish Bait Oil for 
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three (3) _ fisherman's 
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Secrets of Catching Cat- 
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Too Wild For Marriage 


(Continued from Page 21) 


what he thought was all the good times the 
other boys had and he seemed to be trying 
to relive his youth through me. 

Mother looked at Daddy and then at me. 
For a second I thought she was going to 
ery, but she just walked out of the room. 
Mother was great, but I just thought that 
she didn’t understand, that her ideas of 
what a boy in his senior year of high school 
should do were rather old-fashioned. Daddy 
really knew how to live. 

On the last day of school, I was certain 
that Daddy was right. As I sat in my car 
outside the school waiting for Betty, I 
thought of the ball I had had. I wouldn’t 
mind settling down in college. The only 
thing that bothered me was how was I go- 
ing to tell Betty that it was over between 
us. We never talked about the future, we 
were having too much fun for that. I didn’t 
want to hurt Betty if I could avoid it. She 
was really a sweet kid, just a little wild. 

I watched Betty as she walked toward 
the car. Her shoulder length hair tossed 
gently in the breeze and she had a figure 
that would put a lot of models to shame. 

“Well, how is my chocolate doll? Is she 
ready to party?” I asked as I opened the 
car door for her. 

\ chocolate nut would be a more fit- 
ting description of me,” she said. “No, I 
don’t want to party today. Let’s go over 
to my house. I want to talk to you.” 
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QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 
with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It's loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
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Betty’s house was in the slum area. It 
was always dirty. The day was too bright 
and pretty to be there, and anyway I didn’t 
want to run into her father. I didn’t mind 
being around him when he was sober, but 
that was seldom. When he was drunk, he 
was abusive and I couldn’t stand the sight 
of him. 

“Why don’t you want to go to the par- 
ty?” I asked. 

“I want to talk to you.” The firmness 
of Betty’s voice kept me from insisting. 

“Well, let’s get some beer and go down 
to the lake,” I said as I started the car. 

We didn’t say much of anything else to 
each other until we reached the lake. I 
spread out the blanket I kept in the car and 
opened up some beer. 

“Okay, what shall we talk about?” I 
asked her, thinking that we really should 
have been somewhere celebrating the end 
of the school year. 

“What are we going to do now?” she 
said. 

“What do you mean?” 

“We’ve been dating since the beginning 
of the school year and now that school is 
out, I want to know where we go from 
here.” 

“T’ll be going to college in September. 
What are you planning to do,” I told her 
very matter-of-factly. 

“Am I in your plans at all?” she asked 
me softly. 

“Well.” I stopped for a second, trying 
to find the right words, “it’s much too early 
for me to make any real plans. I’ve got 
eight years of college ahead of me before 
I get the law degree I want and I wouldn’t 
want you to—I mean I wouldn’t want to—” 

“You mean I’m not included in your 
plans. Daddy warned me this would hap- 
pen.” 

I almost laughed at the thought of her 
father warning her about me. A drunk 
warning his daughter about somebody else. 

“Betty,” I finally said, trying to be as 
nice as possible, “in September when I 
go to State, I’m going to be a changed fel- 
low. I’m going to cut out all of this party- 
ing and running around. I’m going to set- 
tle down and really study. You like to 
have fun, you wouldn’t like the way my 
life is going to be.” 

“Allen, I like to have fun with you,” 
Betty said moving closer to me. “I agree 
that we have had a ball and now it is time 
to settle down. I know I can’t go to college 
because I don’t have the money, but I 
could work and help you while you go.” 

Betty’s last statement really hit me. All 
the time I thought she was just trying to 
get me to keep dating her, but she wasn’t. 
She was trying to get me to marry her. 

“Betty, it’s been fun, but the party is 
over.” My blunt words even shocked me, 
but she had really knocked me off my feet. 


I tried to soften what I had said, “What ] 
mean is—” 

“Don’t explain,” 
beer can up. “It is very clear that you just 


Betty said, turning the 


She looked at me with no 
“Allen. I am going to 


don’t want me.” 
emotions and said, 
have a baby.” 

“What?” I shouted. jumping to my feet, 

“Don’t get excited,” Betty said calmly. 
“T don’t want you to do anything for me. 
You have already made it clear to me that 
you don’t want me and I don’t want you to 
marry me out of pity or sense of duty, I’ 
make it some way.” 

For a long time we said nothing to each 
other. Finally, I said, “I’ll pay the doctor 
bills and help take care of the baby.” 

“No, I don’t want you to do anything for 
me.” Tears were in Betty’s eyes. “It’s my 
fault. I should have known that you were 
just dating me for kicks. I guess I was 
always hoping that you would fall in loye 
with me. knowing full well that you 
wouldn’t.” 

I had never seen Betty hurt and I felt 
like a heel sitting there not being able to 
help her. I could tell her that I would 





IMPASSE 
It’s really useless! 
Might as well try 
To dig up a shadow, 
Walk to the sky, 
Save wisps of thunder, 
Sparkles of dew. 
As to make my heart 
Stop loving you. 

—Gladys Martin 





marry her, but that would break Mother's 
heart and I wanted to go to college any- 


way. Little was said between Betty and me | 


after that and we finally went home. 


HAT NIGHT I didn’t sleep at all. | 

didn’t tell my parents that Betty was 
going to have a baby, my baby. I couldn't 
bear the thought of hurting them. I kept 
thinking of Betty. I tried to think of some: 
thing else, but Betty stayed on my mind. I 
guess maybe I liked her more than | 
thought I did. You couldn’t spend as much 
time with a person as I spent with Betty 
and not really like them. Betty said that 
she would work while I went to school. She 
couldn’t work right away. but she could 
after the baby was born. Daddy had always 
been on my side in anything I did. Surely 
he would help if we ran short of money. 

The sun was just rising when I made up 
my mind that I would marry Betty. 

I'd made coffee and was reading the 
morning paper when my parents got up. 
“Allen, this is a surprise,” Mother said, 
“what are you doing up so early? Did you 
forget that there is no more school?” 

“No, I didn’t forget.” I was trying hard 
to remain calm. “I have something to tell 
you and Daddy.” 


“Tt must really be something to get you 
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out of bed before noon,” my father said. 


“What is it?” 

“Betty and I are going to get married.” 

Mother dropped the cup and saucer she 
was holding and just looked at me with a 
shocked expression. 

“Have you lost your mind?” my father 
«reamed. “Having fun with a girl and 
marrying her are two different things. You 
can’t marry that girl. What has gotten 
into you?” 

“Betty is going to have a baby and I am 
going to marry her,” I said as strongly as 
[could, hoping that my parents would see 
that there was no use in trying to change 
my mind. 

“How do you know it is your baby?” 
father asked. 

The question shook me. I had never 
doubted that it was my baby. I was cer- 
tain that Betty had dated no one but me 
since the beginning of the school year. 

“I am certain it is my baby,” I said 
quietly. 

“I knew this would happen, I knew this 
would happen,” Mother cried. She looked 
at Daddy and added, “This is your fault. 
You gave him the freedom to come and go 
as he pleased. You said it was all right for 
him to date Betty. Now you get him out 
of this.” 

“T will. I will,” my father said. “I’ll give 
her money to go out of town and have the 
baby. She can put it up for adoption.” 

“Daddy, you don’t seem to realize that 
Betty is going to have my baby. This is as 
much my fault as it is hers. If you will just 
help us—” 

“Help you!” my father shouted. “If you 
marry that drunk’s daughter I’]] never give 
you another cent. In fact, I’ll never let you 
in my house again.” 

“Daddy, I thought about this all night 
and I’ve made up my mind that the thing 
for me to do is to marry Betty,” I said 
firmly. 

“Then get out of my house. I had great 
plans for you, Allen, but if you marry that 
I can send 
her out of town and then no one will ever 
know that you did this. She is nothing but 
a drunk’s daughter. Please, don’t marry 
her,” my father’s voice was very soft. 

“I'm sorry, but I feel that this is the 
right thing to do. I am going to marry 
Betty.” 

“Then get out.” my father said. 

“No, no, you can’t put Allen out,” Moth- 
er cried. “He is our son, you can’t put 
him out.” I looked at my father and saw 
that Mother’s plea meant nothing to Dad- 
dy. I left the house. 


my 


[? WAS HARD for me to convince Betty 

that I really wanted to marry her and 
that I wasn’t just doing it out of a sense 
of duty or pity. When she finally realized 
that I meant it, she was so happy she cried. 
Three days later we were married. 

We were luc ‘ky enough to get a furnished 
apartment in a fairly nice neighborhood. I 
got a job with an insurance company. The 
manager of the company said that since I 


was so popular in high school sports and 
since most of the people in town liked me, 
I should be able to sell insurance very 
well. 

Betty and I decided that we would prove 
to everyone that our marriage could and 
would work. I worked very hard and did a 
good job of selling insurance. We saved 
every dime we could. Before the baby was 
born Betty and I seldom went out, but we 
were happy, I thought. I decided that I 
really did love Betty and I was glad I had 
married her. 

I tried to see my father several times, 
but he was so cold toward me that I gave 
it up. Mother would sometimes call me at 
the insurance office when Daddy wasn’t 
around. 

My father’s continued rejection of me 
made me more determined than ever to go 
to school. I had to prove to him that mar- 
rying Betty wasn’t holding me back. Sav- 
ing money for school became an obsession 
with me. I started working ten and twelve 
hours a day and many Saturdays and Sun- 
days. I cut corners on as many expenses 
as I could so I could save even more money. 

My working such long hours led to the 
first disagreement Betty and I had. I came 
home one evening about eight o’clock after 
working all day. The minute I opened the 
door Betty started screaming at me. “Allen, 
why didn’t you let me know what time you 
would be home? Dinner has been ready 
since six o’clock and now its cold.” 

“I was doing pretty good at getting new 
accounts today and I just didn’t want to 
stop,” I told her, too tired to argue. 

“Money, money. This is all you think 
of,” she said. “I wish you would think of 
home a little.” 

“That is just what I’m thinking of,” I 
shouted. “I’m trying to make money so we 
can have some kind of future. I want to go 
to school and be a lawyer. I don’t want to 
be out in the streets selling insurance all 
my life.” 

“We'll have enough money for you to go 
to school when the time comes.” Betty said 
putting her arm around me. “Don’t be 
angry at me. I just want to have you home 
with me more.” 

“Will you please stop it,” I said, moving 
away from her. “I married you. aren’t you 
satisfied?” At that moment I could have 
cut my throat. It was hitting her below the 
belt and I knew it. I had asked her to mar- 
ry me, she didn’t ask me. There were just 
times after working so hard that I’d some- 
times wished I had done what my father 
had suggested. Of course, I realized that 
it was wrong for me to even wish I had 
taken the easy way out and left Betty to 
carry the shame alone. At that moment I 
hated myself. 

“Forgive me. I didn’t mean that,” I said 
trying to take Betty in my arms. She 
moved away from me and went into the 
bedroom and closed the door. I could hear 
her crying. I wanted to go in and try to 
talk to her, but I was too ashamed and I 
knew it wouldn’t do any good. I spent the 
night room. 
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this new, improved LURE PERFUME. Exoti 
ntriguing, mysterious — LURE PERFUMI 
breathes of moonlit nights and romantic 
intoxicating trysts. Its strange overpowering 
fragrance seems to whisper “! Love You,” 
drawing closer to your embrace the man 
you love. You'll be thrilled with your new 
charm with men. LURE PERFUME must help 
you, or I'll send your money right back. Com- 
plete with full rainy only $2 postpaid 
(3 for $5) or $2.50 C.0.D. Write me now. 


LURO CO., Dept. 106-S, Box 388, Mt. Vernon, N. Y, 
71 















| 


a 
| 
| 
i 

i] 

i} 

i 
| 

it 
} 











| 
\ 
i 
1 
i 
i 
i 
} 


‘TEAR OUT AND MAIL THIS AD‘ 


WITH YOUR NAME 


AND ADDRESS HERE 





"yais’ BIG BOX OF FULL-SIZE PRODUCTS 


forFREE TRIAL! 





SEND NO 
MONEY 
for this big box 
containing full 
size packages of 
famous BLAIR 
Quality Products 
(34.35 retail value), 
big Catalog, Pre- 
mium Offers, etc. 











a eee ee 























City Zone.____State.___..._- 











Just write name and address above, tear out and mail 
this ad for big assortment of full-size packages of Cosmet- 
ics, Flavoring, etc. Show to friends, neighbors, earn good 

money, full or spare time taking orders | “A bargains in 
more than 200 home necessities. You d pay us one 
cent to start. I supply products for FREE TRIAL to 
start you earning money and I’ll help you get products 
on credit. Cut or tear out this ad today, write name, ad- 
dress above for Assortment, and Money- Making Plans. 
BLAIR, Dept. 14CE, Lynchburg, Virginia 














HILLBILLY 

2... SONGS 
SACRED 

FOLK & WESTERN 


ALL WE NEED IS WORDS AND POEMS. WE 
DO THE REST. SEND SONG POEMS TODAY TO 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
Box 6145, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 











er 


ore — WAIST 









PIHPPLLGLLOLOL DOLL LDOLGOO DLO DOLD LODO DL OC OLD ODOQOOOOE Lx 





“VANISHETTE" The LATEST 
S & * 
Fi gure S| UN TN a | ie ree Satoses acess bps! 


miracle of Paris 


“Magic Lastic Waist Band" will obtained remarkable results! 
INSTANTLY Vanish 4 inches 


it’s Light as 


a Feather P or your legs all over as 
many women have by fol- 

in complete com. lowing this new scientific 
fort, **Vanishette” method. Well-known author- 
gently but firmly $ ity on legs with years of 
trims your torso experience offers you this 
into pencil-stim ¢ tested and proven scientific 
lines. Made of ny- course—only 15 minutes a 


fon two-way power 
knit, it can’t ood 
roll or pinch. No 
digging, sticking 
bones. Washes like ¢ 
adream ... dries 
in a jiffy. It’s ex- 
4 gaaae~ pees skin color and circulation of AFTER 


SKINNY LEGS! 


Try this new amazing scientific home g 


F faa EE : ‘How To Add Alluring Curves 

To Correct Your Personal Thin 
Leg Problems’’ Book—also packed with ac- 
tual before and after photos of women who 


4 Skinny iegs rob the rest of your figure 
of attractivenes! Now at last you too 
ean try to help yourself improve under- 


developed legs, due to nor- 
mal causes, and fill out any 
part of your legs you wish, 





day—in the privacy of your 
home! Contains step-by- 
step illustrations of the 
easy SCIENTIFIC LEG tech- 
nique with simple instruc- 
tions: gaining shapely, 
stronger legs, improving 

























r 
r legs. LEGS LOOK BETTER AND 
; Se 4 Limited Time DON'T GET TIRED AS 
j ularly $18.00. P FREE OFFER! -< erveney 
q For your free book on the Bsn rong ae cee 
i Ne $O. Home Method ot Developing my lees look better and 
2 noty 4 Skinny Legs mailed in plain not get tired as quickly 
: wrapper, without obligation, as thew did before.’’—Mrs. 
oe just send name and address. T.H., Ft. Worth, Texas. 
ihc MODERN METHODS. Dept. SL- 457 
2 mei mall (29-26) § | 296 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY 7 
2 Large (29-30) Extra , 
tert 3 
i > 
2 4 4), XXX _ (35-36), 
$ , XXX 7-38), 
Q ee XXXXK  (39- 
2 Ss J $9.98. P - 
Em gage ecaleaateaa Learn DENTAL NURSING 
WILCO FASHIONS, uae M92-D / 1 
135s. Pork Ave., Rockville econ N. Y. | ng ye sed + es scan wee 
” a ’ id 
j ) Send ‘Vanishette’’ C.O.D. I'll pay $...plus postage, | ¥ nique, X-ray, lab, personality develop- 
, I enclose $...... YOU pay postage. a Size...... 1 ment. Simplified, personal instruction. If 
Regular Girdle © Panty Girdle © Color......... you are between 17 and 50, youcan begin 
BIN 4c he vcccedaneomearensniee Meniidse i in spare time at home and shorten class- 
SION. \<es<tarvgipriacgeceetinsaes work. Write now for FREE booklet. 
"TSA eee ies" ZONE STATE....... ! Send For FREE BOOK! WAYNE SCHOOL Div. Utilities Inst 
es a= Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back om af 2521 Sheffield Lab: T-40, Chicago 14 





After that night. things weren't too good 
between Betty and me. She never cop. 
plained regardless of how late I worked 
In fact, she didn’t say much of anything 
about anything. I didn’t help the situatioy 
much. I was always so tired after working 
such long hours. I went to bed very soo) 
after dinner. 


THE BIRTH of our son brought us a jj. 

tle closer together for a while. Bety 
was so excited about little Steven an/ 
loved him so much that she didn’t seen 
to mind my being away so much. [| ya 
just as excited as Betty. Frequently | 
would stop my work early so I could spen( 
more time with the baby. Generally I woul) 
tell Betty if I were planning to come home 
early. 

One Friday I was working in our neigh. 
borhood and decided to stop by the apart. 
ment and spend a little time with Steven, 
I was running up the steps to the apari. 
ment when I bumped into Mr. Smith, Bet. 
ty’s father. 





“Well, Mr. Smith.” I said surprised to 
see him there, “how are you today?” 

“Fine, just fine. Allen.” he said running 
down the steps as if he were guilty o/ 
something. 

“Allen.” Betty was calling me from the 
door of the apartment, “I didn’t expect you 
home early today. Are you all right?” 

“Yes. I’m all right.” I said. “What was 
your father doing here?” 

a just stopped by to see the baby and 

” Betty said casually. I had the feeling 
in she was hiding something. but | 
couldn’t imagine what. 

“T see he had lunch with you.” I sai 
seeing the dirty dishes on the table. 

“Yes, he did. Do you have time to eat?” 

“Yes, I guess I do.” I said. 

I went in to play with the baby, but he | 


See eee eee 


was asleep, so I decided I'd read the paper | 


while I waited for my lunch. My attention 
was caught by a baby stroller that was on 
sale for half price. We didn’t have one 
and I thought Betty would like to have it 
since we didn’t have a car for her to take 


the baby around. The night before Il | 


given Betty some money to save. I thougli 
I'd take that and buy the stroller. 

“Betty, would you like to have a stroll: 
er?” I asked. 

“T sure would.” she answered ri 
“Steven is getting very heavy.” 

“Okay, I'll pick this one up today. It 
on sale for half price. Give me the mone; 
I gave you last night. You haven't been to 
the bank yet.” 

“Oh, no.” she whispered. 

“What?” 

“I don’t think we need one right now. 
Betty said slowly. “Steven couldn’t use i! 
for a few months anyway.” 

“I know he couldn’t,” I said, “but we 
might as well get it now while we ca 
take advantage of this sale.” 

A very worried expression came acro® 
Setty’s face and she said, “Allen, pleas 
don’t get angry at me. but I gave the mone} 
to my father. He—” 
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ou don’t have to be an expert shopper to 
be assured of satisfaction when you buy 
by Brand Name. 
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a Brand Name product must meet to consist- 
ently deliver the value and service you want. 
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A Brand Name is the maker’s guarantee of 
satisfaction which is doubly endorsed by the 
dealer who sells it. 

For dependable quality and consistent satisfac- 
tion you do better with brands you know; 
get to know those you see advertised in this 
magazine. 

To get the most for your money buy by Brand 
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“You did what?” I shouted. “You mean 
that you gave my hard-earned money to 
that drunk.” I was hot with rage. 

“He’s not a drunk,” Betty said in protest. 
“Daddy is sick, so I gave him the money so 
he could see a doctor.” 

“Betty. how could you give him my 
money when you know how hard I’m trying 
to save so I can go to college?” 

“After all, Allen, he is my father. I can’t 
just sit back and see him sick and not try 
to help him.” 

“There is nothing wrong with him ex- 
cept that he drinks too much.” 

“That’s not true,” Betty said. “Allen, 
Daddy is really sick. I know he used to 
drink too much, but he hasn’t had a drink 
in months, not since he has been sick. 
Daddy never drank a lot until Mother died. 
And anyway, could you turn your father 
down if he came to you sick and needed 
money to go to see a doctor? Could you?” 
Betty’s words were broken with tears. 

“No, I don’t guess I could,” I said feel- 
ing a little ashamed of myself, but not 
really sure that Mr. Smith was sick, “but 
you know how important it is that we 
save—” 

“Save! Work! Save!” Betty shouted. 
“That is all you think about. We already 
have enough money saved to get you started 
in school and I can start working soon. 
We never go out, not even to a movie. All 
we do is stay in the apartment saving 
money. We aren’t living, we are just sav- 
ing.” 

“Betty, we have a lifetime to have fun. 
right now we can’t afford to spend 
on entertaining ourselves and we 
cannot afford to support your father’s 
drinking habits.” With those words I got 
my coat and left the apartment. I could 
hear Betty calling me, but I didn’t answer. 

The house was dark that night when I 
cot home. There was a note on the lamp 
table. “Allen, I just had to get out of the 
house. I’ve gone to the movies. Steven is 
next door with Mrs. Johnson. Betty.” 

Anger rose up in me. On every hand 
Betty was wasting money. First she gave 
to her father and now she was 
spending money for the movies and a baby 
sitter. This was just too much. Daddy was 
right; I could never amount to anything 
while married to her. She just didn’t share 
my ambitions. She just couldn’t see how 
important it was to save money. 

! immediately went next door and got 
Steven. There was no point in paying Mrs. 
Johnson a cent more than I had to. 

! brought Steven back in his baby bas- 
ket and put him in the living room. Just 
as | was starting back to the kitchen to 
warm Steven’s bottle there was a knock at 
the door. I opened the door to find Mr. 
Smith standing there with his hat in his 
hands. The sight of him added more heat 
to my anger. 

“Allen. is Betty here? I have something 
to tell her.’ Mr. Smith said. 
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But 


money 


money 


He wants to bor.ow more money, I 
thought. “No, she isn’t here,” I said 
bluntly. 


“If you don’t mind I'd like to wait for 
her,” he said, stepping into the room. I 
let him in because I wanted to have the 
pleasure of telling him no when he asked 
Betty for some money. He saw the basket 
and said, “Oh, is Steven still awake. May 
I play with him until Betty comes?” 

Mr. Smith started toward the basket. 
I was just about to tell him to stay away 
from the basket when he fell knocking the 
basket over and Steven on the floor. Mr. 
Smith started to pick Steven up, but I 
stopped him. 

“Don’t you put your drunk hands on my 
child.” I said as I gathered Steven up in 
my arms and tried to comfort him. I took 
him and the basket into the bedroom. 
Finally Steven stopped crying. I went back 
to the living room to find Mr. Smith stand- 
ing in the middle of the living room with 
his head down. 

“Is Steven alright?” he asked. 

“Get out!” I shouted at him. “Get out 
of my house and never come back again.” 





REQUISITION 
I don’t want a man 
Too worldly and bold; 
Just give me a lad 
With a heart of gold. 


I don’t want a man 

Of smug self-esteem; 

Just give me a lad 

Who can laugh and dream. 


A man who can love— 
And, oh, most of all. 
A man who will come 
Whenever I call! 
—Pauline Booker 





“Okay, I'll go.” Mr. Smith said humbly, 
“but I want you to know that I’m not 
drunk Allen. I haven't had a drink in 
months, not since I first took sick.” 

“Get out!” I shouted again. 

Mr. Smith took a few steps toward the 
door and then turned around and said, “I’m 
sorry I knocked the baby over. I didn’t 
mean to. After all that’s my grand baby. 
I wouldn’t hurt him for the world.” 

“Just get out of my house,” I said giv- 
ing him a push toward the door. 

“You don’t have to push me around AI- 
len,” Mr. Smith said, “I know you don’t 
think I’m as good as you because I used 
to take a little drink. Well, to tell the 
truth, I used to drink too much. But you 
don’t have to push me around. Betty has 
been giving me money to go to the doctor 
and I just wanted to tell her what he found 
wrong with me.” 

“T can tell you what’s wrong with you,” 
I said. “You are an old drunk.” Thinking 


back, I realize that I really didn’t have 
good reason for being angry at Mr. Smith, 
He really hadn’t meant to knock the baby 
basket over and he didn’t take the money, 
Betty gave it to him. I guess I was ju 
mad at everybody and he was as good x 
anyone else to take it out on. 

“I’m not drunk,” he insisted. “Allen, | 
haven’t had a drink in a long, long time 
Remember, you haven’t seen me in a very 
long time.” 

“Once a drunk, always a drunk. Noy 
get out. I married your daughter becany 
she was going to have a baby. That—” 

“Now just one minute there,” Mr. Smith 
interrupted me. “Its just as much you 
fault as it is her’s about that baby. \j 
girl is not bad and don’t you say that she 
as 
“Don’t tell me what she is,” I shouted, 
“Tf I hadn’t been fooling around with her, 
I'd be in school now.” 

“Tf you hadn’t messed my Betty up,” Mr. 
Smith said, “you would have gotten some. 
body else pregnant. All you wanted to do 
was get what you could from a girl. [I told 
Betty that, but she was so in love with you, 
she wouldn’t listen to me.” 

“What are you trying to do now, tell me 
that I’m no better than Betty?” 

“That’s right. I know my Betty is no 
angel. but she is as good as you,” Mr. 
Smith said. “She hasn’t ever been a bad 
girl and she never got into any trouble like 
having a baby until she started fooling 
around with you. We didn’t ask you to 
marry her. You came over begging her to 
marry you and now all you want her to do 
is stay in this apartment.” 

“Shut up and get out!” I shouted. I was 
almost blind with rage. 

“Okay, okay I’m going,” Mr. Smith said, 
“but first I want to tell you a few things. 
I know the things your folk said about my 
Betty, but she isn’t bad. They call her bad 
because we’re poor and I used to drink 
too much. That wasn’t her fault. You can't 
hold my sins against her. There’s one thing 
for sure, I’m a better father than your 
father. I never thought of putting my Bet 
ty out into the streets because she wa: 
going to have a baby, but your father— 

That did it. I hit Mr. Smith with all the 
force I could gather. I hit him for point- 
ing out that he was willing to stick by his 
daughter when she was in trouble and that 
my father didn’t stick by me. I hit him 
because Betty had gone to the movies. | 
hit him because I wasn’t in college. [ hit 
him because Betty had given him money. 
I wasn’t just fighting Mr. Smith. I was 
fighting all the things and all the people 
who I thought had made me unhappy. 

When I realized anything, I was being 
pulled off Mr. Smith. He was lying on the 
floor, his face all battered. In the nest 
room Steven was crying. Outside there 
was the wail of sirens approaching the 
apartment building. I put my head in my 
hands and cried. 
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HE NEXT FEW HOURS were like a 
Paadamsre. Mr. Smith was taken to the 
hospital. Steven was taken next door to stay 
until Betty came home and I was taken to 
jail and loc -ked up on an open charge until 
it was determined whether Mr. Smith would 
live. o 
The worst part about being in jail is 
that there is nothing for you to do, but 
think and that was the main thing I didn’t 
want to do. I didn’t want to think of what 
would happen if Mr. Smith died. I didn’t 
want to think of how Id treated Betty and 
how she probably felt about me now. I 
didn’t want to think of how my parents 
would suffer when they found out I was in 
jail. But, I had no choice, I was unable to 
sleep and I spent the night walking around 
my small cell realizing what a heel I was 
and how I’d hurt everyone close to me. 

The sun was high in the sky when the 
jailer finally came to my cell and said. 
“Okay. buddy, 

As he unlocked my cell, I asked. 
is Mr. Smith? Is he going to live?” 

“J don’t know anything except that they 
told me to bring you out.” 

The same policeman who had had me 
locked up the night before was waiting for 
me in the small room used for questioning 
prisoners. I was so afraid I couldn’t speak. 
He still held as much hate and contempt 
for me in his eyes as he did the last time. 
“Well, you’re lucky, kid,” he said. “the old 
man is going to live. He has a slight con- 
cussion and a broken rib. but he is going 


you’re wanted out front.” 


“How 


to be okay.” 

“Then. may I go? 

“No!” the policeman 
aren't getting off that easy. We’re going 
to book you for assault and disturbing the 
peace. Come on with me.” 

I was so upset, I hardly realized what 
I was being 


> T asked. 


shouted. “You 


was happening to me as 
booked. Finally they were through with 
me and the policeman said, “Your luck is 
really running good. Your old man is here 
to post bond for you.” I was really sur- 
prised, I hadn’t expected Daddy to do any- 
thing for me. 

My heart dropped when I saw my father. 
It looked like he was carrying the world 
on his shoulders. His face was drawn and 
his eyes red. I knew I was the cause of 
it all. I walked toward him slowly trying 
to think of what to say to him. 

“Dad, I’m—I’m sorry.” I said. 

“Why didn’t you call me, Allen?” he 
asked. “Why did you let me find out about 
this from someone else?” 

“I didn’t want to worry you,” I said. “I’ve 
made such a mess of things, I just didn’t 
want to worry you and I really didn’t think 
you would come anyway.’ 

“Well, I’ve posted bond for you,” he said. 
“Come on, they said I could take you 
home.” : 

When we got into the car, he said, “I’ve 
been doing a lot of thinking, son, and I’m 
as much to blame for this mess as you are, 
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if not more. My first mistake was in allow- 
ing you so much freedom when you were 
in high school. The second was in not 
standing by you when Betty got pregnant. 
You know, Allen, when you come to think 
of it, there isn’t really anything wrong 
with that girl. I guess I just looked down 
on her because she lived in the slums and 
her father was a drunk. I’ve never heard 
of her doing anything really wrong.” 
“Daddy, you’re right,” I agreed, think- 
ing that he had said the same thing Mr. 
Smith said. “Betty is really a swell per- 
son. I did a lot of thinking last night. She 
has been a pretty good wife. She kept the 
apartment and baby clean and my dinner 
was always ready when I got home. There 
is no doubt that she loves me—at least that 
she did love me before I beat up her father. 
I don’t know why I did that, I guess—” 
“No, son, we won’t talk about that now,” 
my father said. “We'll see a lawyer and 
together we'll try to right this wrong.” 


[bes NEXT DAY I went to visit Betty. 
I started to use my key to enter the 
apartment, but changed my mind and 
knocked. Betty opened the door, her eyes 
were red from the lack of sleep and crying. 
“T guess you came to get your things or 
do you want to beat me up too,” she said 
very matter-of-factly. 

“Betty, I'd like to talk to you, if you 
don’t mind,” I said slowly. 

“Sure talk,” Betty said. “Nothing you 
say can be worse than what you have 
done.” 

“Betty, I’m sorry about your father. I 
guess I just lost my head. I really can’t 
tell you why I did it.” 

“You don’t have to apologize. Daddy 
isn’t going to press charges if that is what 
you are worried about.” Betty quickly 
added, “Don’t think we are doing you any 
favors though. We’re doing it because of 
Steven. If you go to jail for beating up his 
grandfather, he’ll never live it down, the 
same as my father’s drinking has been held 
against me.” 

“ety...” 

“And speaking of drinking,” Betty in- 
terrupted me, “Daddy told me that you 
claimed he was drunk and that was the 
reason he fell on the baby basket. Well, 
he wasn’t. He caught his foot in the hole 
in the rug and lost his balance.” 

I stared at the hole and thought of how 
I had frequently tripped in it. I filled with 
shame all over again. 

“Betty, I love you,” I said. “Please—” 

“Of course you love me,” Betty stopped 
me, “that’s the reason you beat up my 
father.” 

“No. No. Please believe me,” I begged. 
“Please give me another chance to make 
things up to you.” 

“I don’t see any reason why I should,” 
Betty said. “You and your family never 
gave me a chance. Your parents called me 
bad for no reason. You married me be- 


cause I was pregnant and then when yoy 
father wouldn’t forgive you, you took j 
out on me. I tried to be a good wife ang 
mother, but all you could think of was say. 
ing money and going to school.” 

“But, Betty,” I said, “don’t you see? | 
married you because I wanted to, becayg 
I knew it was the thing for me to do. Daddy 
said I'd never amount to anything bhecays 
I married you and I had to prove that he 
was wrong.” 

“Did you prove it by beating up my 
father? Did you prove it by getting angry 
because I gave him money to see a doctor? 
Daddy thought he had a cancer and hy 
came by here to tell me that he didn’t.” 

I felt like just what I was, a heel. I had 
no defense, this I knew and I also knew 
that I loved Betty and I had to have her 
back. 

“Betty, you said your father wasn’t going 
to press charges against me _ because of 
Steven. Well, will you take me hack be. 





RUSTY ECHOES 
I told myself 
“T’ll soon forget 
The fairness of 
his silhouette— 
Ten miles from here 
I'll never know 
His eyes were 
Laughter stirred,— 
And almost any sundown 
Can dim a sugar word.” 
So now I stand 
When dusk is still 
And long for you— 
And always will. 

—Gladys Martin 
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cause of Steven? Please, just give me a 
try. Steven needs a father and I do love 
you. Believe me, I love you.” 

Betty looked at me for a long time be: 
fore saying anything. Tears rose in her 
eyes and she finally said, “Allen, I love } 
you too. I really don’t know why. but I do.” 

“Betty, I'll make it up to you. I prom- 
ise,” I told her as I took her in my arms 
and said a silent prayer of thanks for be- 
ing given a second chance. 


It has been two years since I was gived 
a chance to start my life anew. Now we 
are all one big happy family. Going t 
college lost its importance. I was making 
a very good living in the insurance business 
and I stayed with it. We had saved enough 
money to pay down on a house and Betty’: 
father lives with us. All has been forgiven 
and forgotten and sometimes, he even calls 
me son. He doesn’t drink anymore and 
loves to stay with Steven when Betty and 
I go out. My parents visit us frequently 
and at least once a month Betty, Stevet. 
Mr. Smith and I go to my parents’ house 
for Sunday dinner. THE END 
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Faithless Wife 


(Continued from Page 19) 


“and I don’t want to upset you unneces- 
sarily, but we are more interested in your 
husband’s emotional state than his physical 
condition. Sometimes a blow such as he 
sustained can have effects that are difficult 
to determine simply by medical examina- 
tion. By that I mean, it could affect him 
mentally.” 

“Oh, no!” I gasped. 

“It’s a possibility that we must face, Mrs. 
Garrett. Any subtle change in your hus- 
band’s behavior would not be noticeable 
in a hospital where we are not familiar 
with his normal personality. You, of course. 
would qualify as somewhat of an expert on 
his behavior pattern, and would therefore 
be much more able to spot any differences 
in his manner.” 

I didn’t say anything. Already my mind 
was flying back to last night: the incident 
with the children; the way Ted had acted 
in bed; his obvious suspicion this morning 
when I told him about Jason. But surely 
it was too soon to take little things like 
that as a warning sign. 

“Have you noticed anything in particu- 
lar regarding his irritability?” Dr. Wey- 
land’s voice came to me over the telephone. 

“Why no, no. just what I told you.” I 
lied. 

“Very well,” Dr. Weyland replied. “but 
if you notice anything else, or if this un- 
natural irritability persists, don’t hesitate 
to call me. It would be unwise not to do 
so.” 

“Certainly, doctor.” I answered, 
hung up. 

No, I told myself, not my Ted. There 
can’t be anything happening to my Ted. 


and 


But DURING the next two weeks I had 
to admit that something was happen- 
ing, something strange and terrifying. 

He was sharp and impatient with Donna 
Sue and Cheryl; downright rude to Jason 
when he came over. and cold and resentful 
with me. 

I still felt, however, that it was not as 
bad as Dr. Weyland had indicated it could 
be. Ted and I had always been able to iron 
out our differences by talking about them. 
and it seemed possible that this, too, should 
pass away if I could make Ted understand 
that he wasn’t the same. 

But any such hopes were soon dashed. 
“There’s nothing the matter with me,” Ted 
snarled when I tried to talk to him. “Evervy- 
body is always watching me, acting like 
I'm some kind of nut or something because 
I got banged on the head.” And then, his 
eyes fixing me coldly. he added: “I know 
what your game is, Annette. You're just 
sorry I came home so soon, sorry I busted 
Up your cozy little setup with Jason.” 


I stared at Ted in disbelief. “Ted! What 
are you saying?” I gasped. 

“I’m saying that I’m a lot smarter than 
you think I am,” he answered bitterly. 

And then, like other times when he had 
made his sudden, unwarranted outbursts. 
he fell silent. I rushed over to him, hurt 
and frightened. Never in my _ wildest 
dreams had I ever imagined Ted would be 
accusing me of another man. And if so, 
Jason should have been the last man. 

“Oh, Ted, Ted, honey, you don’t know 
what you’re saying. You don’t really think 
that.” 

Ted said nothing. He just sat there. as if 
in a trance. 

“You’re tired,” I said finally. “Why don’t 
you go and rest before dinner?” 

Without a word, Ted got up and. child- 
like, walked into the bedroom. 

That night. long after the girls were 
asleep, Ted lay far over on his side of the 
bed. cold and distant, and wept. 


HE NEXT MORNING. I did what I 

knew had to be done. As soon as I got 
a chance, I telephoned Dr. Weyland at the 
hospital. “About my husband. doctor.” I 
said, “he’s—he’s very sick.” 

Dr. Weyland was very precise in his in- 
structions: don’t upset Ted; get him back 
to the hospital for “a routine checkup.” let 
the doctors handle things from there. 

“Your husband is going to have to stay 
with us for a while, Mrs. Garrett.” Dr. 
Weyland said to me as he came out to the 
waiting room when the examinations were 
finally over. 

“Is—is Ted’s mind affected?” I asked, 
the question almost sticking in my throat. 

“T wouldn’t say that his mind is affected. 
probably not the way you mean it. But his 
brain has had a shock, and now he’s suffer- 
ing from a persecution complex or some 
sort of split personality. definitely caused 
by the accident.” 

“What—what can you do, docter?” 

“There are a number of things to try. 
depending upon what further diagnosis in- 
dicates psychiatric shock _ treat- 
ments. a frontal lobotomy. a number of 
things. The important thing now is for you 
not to worry. You have children, doii’t 
you? Well. conserve your energies and 
strength for taking care of them, don’t 
waste yourself away worrying.” 

I had to answer a lot of questions about 
Ted’s behavior. both before and after the 
accident, and when I finally walked out of 
the hospital for home, I felt wrung out, and 
as if a whole phase of my life had slammed 
shut behind me with the closing of the hos- 


care, 


pital doors. 
My problems at home hegan with trying 
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to explain to Donna Sue and Chery] that 
their father was back in the hospital, and 
that this time he might not be home for a 
long while. Again. I was thankful for Ja- 
son’s help, for he seemed to have a way 
with them that softened the harsh facts I 
was trying to convey. 

Later that night, after the girls were in 
hed, Jason and I sat talking. 

“T still don’t really understand what 
went wrong, Annette,” Jason said. “I mean, 
how could a physical blow like that caused 
by the accident make Ted suddenly turn 
mean and try to hurt everybody the way he 

19” 

“T don’t really know, Jason. The doctors 
tried to explain some of it to me, but even 
they admit there’s an awful lot they don’t 
know about about the brain yet.” 

“He sure gave me a going over the last 
time I was here,” Jason said. 

“Yes,” I answered. “And, oh, Jason, I’m 
so sorry. He couldn’t have really known 
what he was doing, not accusing us—” 

“Accusing us? What was he accusing us 
of? All I knew was he just acted nasty.” 

“Well, before you came over, and after 
vou left, he said—things.” 

“What kind of things?” Jason demanded. 

“Well, that we were—were making love 
behind his back.” 

“That’s crazy! I never even—” 

“T know, Jason, I know. But don’t you 
see how mixed up he must have been?” 

“Yes,” Jason replied. “He must have 
heen very mixed up.” 

“Well, there’s no use worrying about 
that now. I guess the first thing I had bet- 
ter do is find a job. Ted’s insurance will 
help with the medical bills, but we still 
have to eat and make the payments on the 


” 


dic 


house. 

“Listen, Annette, I’ve managed to save a 
little money since Millie left and if you 
need a little—” 

“Dear, sweet Jason,” I said, looking at 
him and smiling. “No, I don’t want a cent. 
We've got some savings, and there is noth- 
ing wrong with me working. Ted’s mother 

an keep the girls.” 

“But what will you do?” Jason asked. 

“Oh, I don’t know. I can type and take 
shorthand, and I’ve done some sales work. 
[t shouldn’t be too hard to find a job if I 
really try.” 

Jason reached out and took my hand. 


“Sure,” he said. “You'll do fine, Annette.” 
! did manage to get a receptionist’s job 
in an office shared by a group of doctors, 


and the promise of a weekly paycheck 
made the financial future look consider- 
ably brighter. 

It had been a long time since I held 
down a job, however, and I found working 
eight hours a day and coming home to 
children and a house left me exhausted at 
night. And after a couple of weeks, I even 
seemed to feel tired when I woke up in the 
mornings. 

But at least keeping busy kept my mind 
occupied, and I didn’t have too much time 


oO 
oO 


to worry about Ted—except at night. The 
nights were the hardest, lying in bed alone, 
yearning for his warmth beside me, wish- 
ing for the feel of his lean hard body, cry- 
ing silently to hear again the dear, tender 
words of love. There are things that a 
woman becomes used to when she is mar- 
ried, things that add up to a man. 
Yes, the nights were the worst times. 


ED’S recovery, while never in doubt, Dr. 

Weyland said, nevertheless was not 
coming along as swiftly as expected. 

“There’s no point in my going into all 
the medical theory,” he said. “I’m afraid 
you wouldn’t understand too much of it 
anyway. Let me just say that we have had 
little or no response to our first set of 
treatments, and we’re going to try some- 
thing else.” 

“Will—will it be much longer before 
Ted can come home?” I asked. 

“We'll just have to wait and see,” Dr. 
Weyland told me. 

And so the waiting and yearning went 
on, day after day. week after week. the un- 
certain hoping. the loneliness. Once, when 
they thought Ted was greatly improved, 
they sent for me to come see him, only it 
proved he wasn’t better at all. In fact, he 
acted just like it hadn’t been weeks since 
we had seen each other, then he grew 
angry and insulting, shouting that I had 
tricked him back into the hospital. At last, 
he fell silent again. as if nothing had really 
happened, as if I were not in the room at 
all. 

It was that day that I learned the truth 
—since Ted had entered the hospital, he 
had not grown better, but instead had 
grown worse. 


BY THE TIME Ted had been away three 

months, it seemed a lifetime; a life- 
time since I had heard his voice or laugh- 
ter in the house: a lifetime since I had 
been able to seek his advice about the chil- 
dren; a lifetime since I had known his love. 
Weary with worry and fatigue at the day’s 
end, life began to take on an empty, hope- 
less existence. 

One evening, when I seemed at my low- 
est ebb and Donna Sue and Chery] were at 
their energetic. mischievous worst, Jason 
happened to come over and. noticing my 
distraught condition. began to put things 
in order. He made a game of clearing away 
the supper dishes. thus getting the girls to 
do most of the work. Then he took them 
off to their room. read them a_ bedtime 
story and put them to sleep. 

“It would have taken me three hours to 
do that,” I said with a smile when he came 
out of their room. 

“You sort of looked like this just wasn’t 
your day,” he said, sitting beside me on the 
sofa. 

“None of these days are.” I said soberly. 
And then, although I tried to fight them 
back, I found the tears flowing down my 
cheek. “Oh. Jason. what can I do? I’m so 
worried and lonely.” 


His arms came around me, warm. cop. 
soling. He stroked my hair and whispered 
soft encouragement. And there. in the 
despair and compassion of a moment, 
when two disturbed souls reached out to 
touch each other, the voice of love seemed 
to cry out. It was what we both needed and 
wanted, and we had the power to give it to 
each other. 

Without a spoken word I lifted my lips 
to Jason, and he took them, long and pas. 
sionately. Then, for just a moment we 
pulled away, looking at each other in dis. 
belief. But the incredulousness of the mo. 
ment was weaker than the flaming fires of 
desire. And again without words, we sought 
to drive away all the fears, to banish the 
loneliness, to rediscover the love we, in our 
separate ways. once knew... . 

Later, when I was alone in bed. a feeling 
of shame and remorse swept over me. How 
could I have? In Ted’s own house! And 
with Jason, just as Ted had said! But the 
feeling of remorse went as fast as it had 
come, and I slept soundly and peacefully 
that night, the way I had always slept after 
the vibrant storm of Ted’s love. 


W HEN THE MORNING CAME. 1 faced 

my new self in the mirror—a woman 
I never knew existed, a woman to whom 
the very essence of life was to love and be 
loved. And, while my feelings for Ted still 
surpassed any I could ever have for any 
man, I could not help but admit to myself 
that in Jason I had found a fulfillment of 
a need I never knew existed in such com- 
pelling proportions. Yet, I knew what had 
happened last night must never happen 
again. 

Jason knew it too, and made himself 
conspicuous by his absence. After three 
days I telephoned him to come over to din- 
ner. 

“T—] don’t think I can make it. Annette.” 
he stammered. “I brought a little work 
home this evening.” 

I knew he was trying to avoid me. “Have 
you had supper?” I asked. 

“No, I was going to fix—” 

“I'll bring you something over.” I said 
and hung up the phone. 

I fed the girls and shooed them off to 
bed, then fixed a plate for Jason and took 
it next door. He didn’t look as if he were 
working to me when I walked in. The TY 
set was going, and the evening paper was 
by his easy chair. 

Jason ate in silence. while I sat watching 
him. Finally I said, “Jason, I don’t like 
your avoiding me like this. We’re grown 
people, we don’t have to sneak around like 
dirty little children.” 

I didn’t go to Jason with any intentions 
of a repeat performance of what had hap 
pened a few nights earlier, but again, 4 
we tried to explain aloud our reasons for 
doing what we had done, we felt the need 
for each other return. and again we fed our 
overwhelming hunger. 

“We—we can’t go on like this.” Jason 
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said later as he sat smoking a cigaret. “Ted 
js my best friend and—” 

“You don’t have to lecture me on it, 
Jason.” I said softly. “He’s my husband.” 

Inside me, I felt the snowballing weight 
of circumstances. I loved Ted, nothing 
would change that. But in Jason I found—. 
Still, I knew this could not go on. 


As if in answer to the things we said that 
night, Dr. Wey land telephoned me at work 
the next day. “I think I’ve really got some 
good gi for you this time,” he said 
quickly. ‘ We tried a new method of treat- 
ment on aby and, to put it mildly, I think 
weve been highly successful. I'd like for 
you to drop by to see him this evening.” 

The doctor’s words were like music to 
my ears. The thought of having Ted home 
again and well put me in tears. 


WEEK LATER, Ted came home to 
[X stay, and there wasn’t a single trace of 
the stranger who had come from the hos- 
pital before. Now, he was as kind and gen- 
tle and loving as ever—and each kindness, 
each gentleness, each act of love, drove 
deeper into my heart the pain of my un- 
faithfulness. 

When Jason came over to see Ted, there 
was guilt in his eyes, too. But dear, sweet, 
trusting Ted, who only in his illness dared 
speak of the terrible thing that had actual- 
ly happened, showed no sign of suspicion. 
And each day that the deception went on, 
my heart wanted to cry out to him the 
truth, as if only his scorn could wash my 
soul clean. But I did not tell him. 

A few weeks later, Jason came in one 
evening with a funny look on his face. “I 
just dropped in to say goodbye.” he said. 
“I_T’ve sold the house. What does a 
bachelor like me need with a big place like 
that anyway?” 

“My God, man, you don’t have to stay a 
bachelor all your life,’ Ted protested. 
“Why give up a good house you’ve put 
hard-earned money into and go back to 
some apartment?” 

“Well. I’m getting a good deal on it, and 
I've had a job offer out in Chicago for 
some time. I—I thought maybe this is a 
good time to make a change.” He shot me 
a quick, significant glance, then added 
with a smile: “I’m not getting any 
younger; have to make these moves while 
I can.” 

In a few minutes, Jason was gone, and I 
watched my husband, disappointed over 
the loss of his best friend, and I realized at 
last just how much hurt my unfaithfulness 
was causing: It hurt Jason and me because 
we knew what we had done; it hurt Ted. 
because he was losing a good friend. 

I looked away from Ted and out the 
window. I knew that to tell Ted what had 
happened would ease my own conscience, 
but how could I dare hurt him more? I 
had no choice but to accept my fate and 
my penalty—a lifetime of silence. 


THE END 
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Rock ’n rollers? That’s right. Rock 
‘n rollers in a children’s hospital. 

The three “gang members” are 
Junior Red Cross members who've 
taken an afternoon of their time 
to go to the hospital and entertain 
some little crippled kids. Reassur- 
ing, isn’t it? 

They do things like this all the 
time. Regularly. Girls and boys. 

20 million of our sons and 
daughters make up Junior Red 
Cross —the largest youth organi- 
zation in the country. Junior mem- 
bers take part in every one of the 
Red Cross service programs that 


young people can help to carry on. 

When disasters hit, Junior Red 
Cross volunteers help in many 
Wways—as messengers, typists, can- 
teen workers, information clerks. 
Many Junior Red Cross members 
have served with real distinction 
in disaster emergencies. 

Through the Gift Box Program 
in their schools, Juniors send re- 
lief supplies to children overseas. 
Like all Junior Red Cross activi- 
ties, this program is financed en- 
tirely by the Juniors themselves. 

Friendship between children all 
over the world is fostered by the 
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—on Junior Red Cross Visiting Day. 


Junior Red Cross correspondence- 
album and art programs. 

Junior Red Cross is at work 
every day, helping to build a 
strong, decent, responsible young 
America. 

These are kids we don’t have to 
worry about. Let’s be sure they 
know they can depend on us. 
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Meddling Mother-In-Law 


(Continued from Page 25) 


“| think you owe yourselves something 
now.” 

I took pride in bringing them a little 
extravagance, a reminder of good taste, 
and nothing they could say stopped me. 

Janey tried real hard on the nights I 
came to dinner. It was an ordeal for her 
and she was such a poor manager, my Bill 
had to help her practically every step of 
the way. I wondered how it didn’t irk him 
when she kept calling him to come and 
help her the moment he sat down. But he 
just smiled and put a loving arm about her 
and lent a hand. 

Sometimes it seemed as if they couldn’t 
keep their hands off one another or refrain 
from kissing. It just made me sick. 

[had no particular plans in the follow- 
ing months, but just somehow kept on go- 
ing, doing routine things each day and 
planning for my trip to the cabin each 
weekend. Sam was always so pathetically 
happy to have me back, he was almost like 
a little puppy dog that hated to leave my 
side. “Don’t go back,” he kept begging 
me, and sometimes I didn’t know what im- 
pelled me not to give in. In spite of myself 
[had come to like the country. It was fun 
watching the progress of the seedlings I 
had planted, and I had to admit, if only 
to myself, that I really was tired. But I 
went back into the vacuum of the empty 
days until Friday rolled around again. 

Maybe my heart had despaired at ever 
having my Bill back again, I don’t know. 
Perhaps I would have gone peacefully 
home one Friday and stayed if Janey hadn’t 
gotten pregnant, and then everything 
seemed to depend on me again. 

Bill was so troubled when she got sick. 
I reminded him that it probably wasn’t 
anything more serious than nature taking 
its course, and I took Janey off to Doctor 
Hanson, our old family doctor. “About 
April fifteenth,” he told Janey, and I al- 
most had to dress her and lead her out, she 
was in such a bewildered state. Bill didn’t 
help much, either, for he kept looking at 
her and touching her as if she were the 
frst woman in the world to have a baby, 
and that it was a miracle, pure and simple. 
I felt just like bumping their silly heads 
together. 

When Bill had to be away overnight he 
asked me to stay with Janey, and when I 
told Sam he seemed quite irate. “Why don’t 
you come home where you belong?” He 
asked very irritably. I assured him that I 
was where I belonged, and was needed. 


AS THE MONTHS passed Sam became 
“* almost impossible to manage. It got 
%0 that I dreaded going home for a week- 
end to hear him nag and fuss. “I’m a little 
tired of this single life,” he said. “You're 
20ing to give up your job and come home 


where you belong!” This was toward the 
middle of March. 

“T’ve already given up my job,” I an- 
nounced. “You just haven’t given me a 
chance to tell you about it.” 

“Martha darling,” he began, forgetting 
all his anger, “we'll go in to bring all your 
stuff tomorrow.” 

“Not yet,” I stalled him off, “I promised 
Bill I’d stay in town with him and Janey 
until the baby was born.” 

That started a ruckus all over again. 
“Why can’t you let them be?” Sam pleaded. 

“Tt wasn’t my idea.” I pointed out. “Ask 
your son, he’s the one that begged me to 
stay with them.” Bill had been getting 
more and more calls out of town, and some- 
times he was away for as long as two or 
three days. I knew Janey didn’t want me 
there, maybe that’s why I took pleasure in 
staying. She had assured Bill that she 
could manage alone. “I’m not afraid,” she 
had told him. “It’s not fair to inconven- 
ience your mother.” 

“T don’t mind,” I assured her. 

“You see—?” Bill said, “mother doesn’t 
mind, and it will mean so much to me to 
know you're not alone while I’m away.” 

So Janey lost that round, and I was 
there, bag and baggage. 

She seemed so quiet and mousy all day 
long. She only came alive when Bill came 
home. I tried to do whatever I could in 
the way of housework, and I almost felt her 
resentment. “I can manage.” she kept in- 
sisting. 

“Don’t be silly.” I kept telling her. “Bill 
would have a fit if he knew I allowed you 
to do that.” 

“Your mother doesn’t let me move a 
finger,” she told Bill one night. 

“She’s just doing what I asked her to,” 
Bill said, gathering her into his arms. 
“You're to take it easy, there’s not much 
time left, and I want you in top physical 
condition.” 

“But the doctor told me to work around.” 
Janey complained. “It’s easier in the end.” 

Bill just kissed her and patted her shoul- 
ders as he made her sit down while he and 
I got the dinner. We were almost like 
partners against her in those last few 
weeks. I was enjoying myself. 


ANEY WOULD pick a day like Saturday 

to have her baby. It made me so mad. 
I was way out in the country and Sam and 
I had to drive back in. It was taking hours, 
and Bill was pacing up and down like a 
man possessed. 

“She'll be all right,” I assured him, kind 
of spitefully praying that she wouldn’t be. 

If she died, I thought, I’d have Bill back 
again, and maybe the baby would live and 
I would have the fun of raising him or her. 
But Janey came through all right. and she 


had a little girl. “Too bad it wasn’t a boy.” 
I said, trying to dim Bill’s happiness. 

Sam looked like he was going to strike 
me. “I just can’t understand you these 
days, Martha,” he said angrily. 

All Bill could do was heave a big sigh 
of relief. “Thank God they’re both al- 
right!” 

The baby was adorable, I had to admit 
that. She captured my heart the moment 
I saw her, she was so perfect and lovely. 
and so much like Bill. 

When I saw Janey I almost had a rush of 
tenderness, but I pushed it from me. I en- 
vied her the wonderful years of raising a 
lovely little baby like that, with a fine man 
like Bill to be at her side. She didn’t 
deserve it, it wasn’t fair. 

We were having a sandwich and coffee 
after visiting hours when Sam broke into 
the conversation about the baby. “You can 
come home now, Martha. You’ve done your 
job, so come on back and take care of your 
old man.” 

I could have blessed Bill for interfering. 
“Please Dad, you know Janey hasn’t got a 
soul in the world, let Mom stay a few 
weeks to help her with the baby.” 

Sam looked unhappy. “I don’t think 
that’s wise, son,” he advised, “your mother 
did a perfectly good job by herself when 
you were born.” 

“But Janey isn’t strong,” Bill inter- 
rupted, “and she has so much to learn. 
Mom wants to help, don’t you, Mom?” 

“Of course I do, son,” I said enthusiasti- 
cally. 

Sam shook his head, pushing his coffee 
away, “I wish you’d come home with me. 
Martha,” he said, but I was beyond listen- 
ing. 

Sam tried to talk to me again late that 
night, but I shushed his fears, and sent him 
packing to the cabin. “I'll be home soon,” 
I promised. “In the meantime I’!] call you 
every day and let you know what’s going 
on.” 

I was filled with the sense of power. Bill 
had given me my head. “Don’t let Janey do 
too much,” he had begged me. So I set 
out to see that she took life as easy as a 
single girl. But I guess I didn’t reckon on 
Janey as a mother—just as the girl I had 
known before. 

I tried to shut her out every chance I 
got. I rushed ahead of her to pick up the 
baby, to change her diaper, to fix her bot- 
tle. “Go back to bed,” I commanded Janey. 
“Gather your strength. That’s what I’m 
here for, to help.” 

“TI want to take care of my own baby,” 
she insisted. “I'll never get strong just ly- 
ing around. Please, Mother, let me take 
care of her.” 

Janey had never fought me before. Now 
she was like a tigress. After an argument 
she shook so she could hardly fasten the 
baby’s diaper. I pounced on her, “See,” I 
said, “you aren’t half strong enough to do 
things yourself yet.” I pushed her away 
and finished the job. She was pale, and I 
almost saw her sway and then clutch on 
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the chair rail to steady herself. 
‘I want to do things for my baby,” she 
isted. 
‘There’s time,” I assured her, picking up 
adorable baby and patting her on the 
ick before returning her to her crib. 
That night I complained to Bill. “Janey 
-eeps insisting I’m not to help her,” I said 
t the dinner table. 
Janey must have been close to tears, for 
aw her eyes brimming over. “Darling,” 
|| got up from the table to put his arms 
ut her, “we should be so grateful to 
other.” She was leaning against him now, 
bbing like a child. “Don’t get upset,” he 
eaded with her. “You wouldn’t even be 
ting this way if you weren’t weak. Now 
ist do as Mother says, and you'll be able 
take over in a couple of weeks.” 
[ want to take care of my own baby,” 
janey sobbed. 
Bill got a little impatient. “You’re acting 
a child,” he said. 
[ interfered, “I’m just trying to help, 
ney, I’m not taking your baby away. 
hy, you’ll have the rest of your life to take 
> of her.” 
Mother’s right,” 
sibly.” 
Janey didn’t even excuse herself, she got 
from the table and walked into her room. 
\l looked after her, worriedly. “She’ll be 
ll right,” I assured him. “All new mothers 
through these experiences.” I began to 
ir off the table. 


Bill said, “now act 


\ S THE DAYS WORE ON it became like 


. contest to see who would reach the 
first. Bill kept insisting that Janey 
ten to me, and Janey kept insisting she 
| a right to take care of her own baby. 
eemed to side with me completely 
1inst her, and I was so happy. 
[hen suddenly the fight went out of 
Bill remarked that she was certain- 
ting strangely. I agreed, remember- 
that she had scarcely touched a thing 
at all day, or hardly moved out of her 
r in the bedroom. 
I’m afraid she’s acting very ungrateful,” 
ll tried to apologize. 
Don’t worry.” I said cheerfully, “most 
hers-in-law go through that. I’m not 
t€ nded.” 
But you’ve done so much for both of 
d the baby, too.” Bill said with con- 
“T just don’t know what ails that 


s busy washing the dishes when the 
| of their voices raised in argument 
I had never heard Bill raise 

ice to her before. “You’re just un- 
teful.” I heard him say, then I heard 
loud sob, and suddenly a resounding 

1 of the door and Bill came bounding 

They had had their first fight. 
going out for awhile,” Bill said, 
ut another word of explanation, and 
eard him running down the stairs. 
ished I had remembered to tell him 
the baby’s ascorbic acid. I went in 
ey, she was sitting pale and red eyed 
little rocking chair, holding the 


to me, 


baby. “I’m going to the drug store to get 
the baby’s prescription,” I said, reaching 
down to take the baby from her arms and 
lay her back in her crib. She never said 
a word. 

As I let myself out of the door a vague 
feeling of unhappiness and uneasiness rose 
within me. Everything seemed to be wrong, 
and I just hated the way I felt. I had an 
urge to talk with Sam, and after picking up 
the baby’s prescription I made a call from 
the phone booth. 

“Your voice sounds strange.” Sam said. 
“Whatever is wrong, Martha?” 

“N-nothing,” I lied, “I’m just sort of 
confused and lonely for you, I guess,” I 
admitted. “Maybe it’s time I came home.” 

“That’s what I’ve been waiting to hear!” 
Sam said gladly. “When can I come— 
tomorrow?” 

“I’m not sure yet.” I said. “Ill call you 
tomorrow, but right now Id better get 
back, I left Janey all alone with the baby, 
and she’s been acting awfully strange.” 

When I hung up I was suddenly assailed 
by the most terrible feeling of urgency. I 
ran all the way home. I was being foolish, 
I told myself. 

I rushed up the stairs with my heart 
beating a wild staccatto. Where was my 
key! I went fumbling in my bag. Finally 
I had it in the lock and opened the door 
to be greeted by a sickish sweet smell. 

Gas! 

“Janey!” I screamed. dashing towards 
the bedroom, finding it hard to breathe. 
It was empty! 

“Janey!” I kept screaming, and no an- 
swer came, so I rushed towards the kitchen. 
There they were—Janey with her baby 
clutched tightly to her breast, sitting back 
in the old-fashioned rocking chair. The 
same chair that had belonged to me, the 
chair I had sat on to nurse my Bill. 

Shivers ran through me. I rushed madly 
to the stove and shut off the gas jets, then 
threw open the windows, snatching the 
baby from Janey’s arms, and rushing to 
the hall and calling for help. Soon neigh- 
bors were pouring in, and the police were 
there to help me with Janey who was lying 
stretched out on her bed with the curtains 
billowing in the night air. I heard the baby 
crying from across the hall. 

“Thank you God, thank you.” T said, as 
I busied myself to right the place. It 
seemed like hours until the ambulance 
came. I sat beside Janey holding her hand, 
wiping her fevered head. 

“Janey, Janey. you have to live.” I 
begged, and as if she heard me her eyelids 
fluttered, and she was looking at me. I 
gathered her closely in my arms and held 
her tenderly. “It’s all right. you’re going to 
be all right.” I kept whispering, and she 
seemed to understand. “The baby is fine,” 
I said, and she smiled weakly then closed 
her eyes again. 

I got out of the way for the ambulance 
doctor. “Is the baby all right?” I asked. 

“T’m sure she'll be all right, Ma’am,” he 
assured me, “and this little lady seems to 
be breathing normally.” 


After everything quieted down and 


turned to some semblance of normaley,| 


looked at the clock. Just ten o’clock, 
almost an entire lifetime had been }j 


I tiptoed in to see the baby. She was of 


ring; soon she would be ready for 
bottle. I went over to see Janey. She 


staring into the lamplight. “Janey,”) 


called, and her eyes slowly turned to 


at me. “It’s ten o’clock, time for the baby 


bottle, shall I warm it and bring it in 
you can feed her?” 
“Would you?” She raised herself on 
arm. 
We never said a word about what } 


happened. Words were no longer neces 


sary. I brought the baby to her and 
fondled it in her arms as she fed it. 
“T’m going home tomorrow.” | 


“mind if I do some packing now? Call mM 


if you need me.” I tiptoed from the re 


leaving the glory of that quiet togetherneg 


behind me. 


Not long afterwards Bill came in. J 1g 


was sitting in the living room, a little p 
and listless from her ordeal. Her eyes jx 
looked at him with love, not a word pass 
her lips. 

“I’m sorry, Janey,” he said, crossing f 
room in two giant steps and gathering | 
tiny frame in his powerful arms. 

“And well you might be,” I said, “le; 


ing the poor child in such careless com 


pany as your addle-brained mother!” 
He had gathered her on to his lap « 
they were sitting on the couch listeni 
to me. 
“T made an almost fatal mistake, 


night,” I confessed. “I’m scared remember 


ing what I did and what could have h 
pened.” I concocted the story as I we 
along. “You forgot the baby’s pres 
tion, and I went off to the drug store 
took my time, calling Dad, and never 


membering until I got to the door that! 


had left the sterilizer burning on ¢ 
stove!” 

Bill looked horrified. I assured him th 
the baby and Janey had been checke 
that not enough time had elapsed to 
any real damage. “But it was close 


close,” I said. “I’m resigning from my joh 


after this. I guess I’m getting a bit 
old to be caring for babies.” 


Not even Sam knows the truth. Jane 


and I have an unspoken agreement th 
was sealed by our eyes. Neither one of 
can ever mention that night again. Yet, 
memory of it can never be banished. 


I’m back home with Sam where I be 
long. It took a long time and a nearly fat 


experience to bring me back where I b 
long. 
had to pay for loving my son—even he 
never know. I wonder if there is enou 
time to cancel out my sin. I don’t kne 
but I’m trying. 


Bill calls often and complains, “We ha de 


ly ever see you.” 

I think Janey has lots of time comil 
to her without me, and when I do go b 
I'll be a different person, I’m sure. 


THEE 


Poor Janey, how dear a price she 
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